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F LV, comic ſcenes ! where diſtant Ganges laves 
Hindoſtan's golden ſhores, with ballow'd waves; 
Where palms gigantic rear their tufted heads, 
And nature in coloſſal vegetation ſpreads, 
Where rich ananas court the Indian's eye, 

And groves of citrons fan the fev'rith ſky, 

Where rattling canes around the riv'lets play, 
And the centennial aloe drinks the day ! 

In their deep ſhades bid Lucidorus ſmile, ; 
His heavy ſenſe of diſtant hours beguile. 

Bid him not think, becauſe I. gaily write, 

That heavy hours to him, to me, are light ; 

My native ſpirits, bounding from repoſe, 

Bear me, unwilling, where Caſtalia flows, 

I ove to weep, love the ſoft feaſt of grief, 

Court mournful thoughts, nor ever wiſh relief. 
Sadneſs I woo, yet ſtill the phantom flies, 

And joy ſeduces, whilft I aſk for ſighs. 

But Hymen frowns, and joy no longer cheers, 
Weeping, I fink——— Thalia drinks my tears: 

He tears my heart; ſhe my rapt ſoul inſpires ; 
He chills with grief; ſhe fills me with her fixes. 
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Thus, Lucidorus! paſs h diſtant hours 

By turns ſubdued, the ſlave of rival powers; 
And thus hath nature in my little frame 

Still various been, and varjouſly the ſame. 

My heart ſo keenly feels, twere death to live, 
Did not bright ſpirits its ſtrong ſenſe relieve. 

T brough THESE capricious, deſultory, gay, 

As though I felt not, glides the unconſcious day ; 
Through Tn1s I droop, 1 ſadden, and complain, 
Dragging, with penſive ſteps, life's length'ning chain. QC 
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| In blitheſome mood Mere Ways than One” had birth, | 11 
Offspring of brilliant morns, and eves of mirth; | By 
The lavgbing muſe in ſprightlieſt vein was by, 7 
And “ quips, and cranks,” lay lurking in her eye. In 
O! may her ſpirit from its pages dart, T 
Dance o'er your nerves, and live within your heart! 00 
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b She aim'd a blow, 1 bow'd, and hither hied, 
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BY A CLERGYMAN. 
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SpOK EN BY MR. BONNER, IN THE CHARACTER OP 
; MERCURY. 


Enter haftily from the upper end of the ſiage, as if juſt alig bed. 


So ME eau de luce! Your fans, dear ladies, pray! 
Strait from Parnafſus—'tis a deviltth way! 


1 might have ſtrode our Pegaſus's back, 


But the poor devil's grown ſo mere a hack; 
So often cali'd upon taught ſuch ſtrange paces, 


| That alter d woefully, alack, his caſe is! 


In former times, but once or twice a-year 
The fiery ſteed was ſummon'd to appear; 
Then in elegiac pas grave ſeen dancing, 
Or in a comedy-curvet cams Praygng 3 
A tragedy each ſpring, a birth-day ode, 
Was all his bus'neſs on the Muſe's road : 
But now ſuch hurrying, belter-ſkeſter work 
Each cart-horſe moves with a genteeler jirk ; 
So in a word, your patience not Tt abuſe, 
W'c're (ent our Pegaſus to learn of Hughes, 


My buſineſs here ?— Plainly and flatly this 
To beg your Honours fot to frown or hits. 
Thalia ſent me, and it makes me ſad, 
For © entre nous, (ſays I) the thing is bad.” 141 
„Tut, fool!” the Muſe replies —“ this powder tak 
Long I've reſerv'd it for a laſt dear ſtake— __ 
This powder take—dear Mercury, be quick”— 
Here 'tis—a mighty ſpell, in this ſlim ſtick. 
Scarce had ſhe left me, when Melpome came— 
* Jove's Meſſenger, (fays ſhe) I'm in a flame! 


* I know where Thal? has ſent you—never ſham it- 


gut bribe *em, God of Thieves! bribe *em to damn it!” 


No, Madam, damn me, if I do!” I cry'd— 
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Now for my ſpell— | 
Blows ſome prwder out of his caduceus. 
There tis] ſee it ſpread ! 
'Tis felt in ev'ry heart—in ey'ry. head! 
Now ſhall you fancy character and wit; 
Taſte in the boxes, humour in the pit. 


You'll fancy, friends, that 'tis ſo droll and ſunny== 


[To the upper gallery, 
And you, that you've ſome ſubſtance for your money: 
7 \ [ o the gallery, 
But ſhould the charm diſſolve e'er the play ends, 
Oh! for Thalia's ſake, be yet its friends! _ 
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BELLAIR, Mz. Lewis. 
CARLTON, f Mx. WROOUGRH TO. 
Six MARVEL Musnroom, MR. Epwin. 
EVERGREEN, Mx. W1irson. 
Doctor FEELOVx, Mx. Quick. 

Le Govr, Mx. WEWITZE ER. 
David, | | MR. Fe aron. 
Doctor's Servant, Ma. STEvens. 
Lawyer's CLERR, MR. ThomesoN. 
STRANGER, , _ MR. Jox Es. 
Miss Axrxcnets, Miss YounGE. 
Ax ABELLA, MRS. KEMEL E. 
Miss JuneniLe, | Mxs. WILsox. 
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Mr. Evergreen's. 
Enter David, preceded by a Lawyer's Clrb. 
13 Clerk. 1 1 


H as your maſter breakfaſted ? 188 k £2607 EY 

David. Preakfaſted ?—Yes, Sir! Though we liye at 
the court end of the town, we have * up all our 
Welch cuſtoms, Our maſter hates Lonton manners, 
and Lonton laties. What is your puſineſs, goot Sir! 

Clerk. A buſineſs. he will probably like, though it 
may concern a London lady.  Acquaint him that the 
writings are engroſs'd, and that I haye hegught them, 
to fill up the blanks, and ſign, g 

David. Ves, Sir ;—epleaſe to ſit, Sir [gig]. The 


writings impoſs'd, and the blanks, to —— What was 


it, Sir? I muſt have it wort for wort, for my maſter 
is as exact as Shrewſpury clock, 42% 
Clerk. Acquaint him, friend, that the writings 


the. marriage articles, are ready. } haye brought them 
from Counſellor Bouquei's, to infe 

ſign and ſeal, [Exit David, repeating the meſſage. 
-. Clerk, Now, in the faſhionable courſe of things, 
how long may;it be before 1 ſhall draw up the arti- 


rt the names, and 


cles 


. 
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cles of ſeparation for this young couple? It ſometimes 
falls out for the good of the profeſſion, that the happy 
pair fee but one Chriſtmas together. Nay, I have 


more than once in my time, engroſs'd the articles of 


marriage and ſeparation with rhe ſame gooſe quill, 

So, here comes the father of the bridegroom, to pore 
over the writings, I ſuppoſe, Come, good, wary Sir; 
if you don't quicken your motions, the young gentle- 
man will excuſe your cares; every movement of that 
cane ſpeaks a week's delay, 


Enter Mr, Evergreen, 


| Everg. Tell Miſs Archer to come to me by-and-by, 
So, Mr. Gooſe-quill=what—a—are' they quite ready? 
_ Cleri, Quite ready, Sir ;—the names only are want- 
ing. 

Everg. Well, you may add. the names in the next 
room ; but I ſhan't fign Gl [ have look'd your parch- 
ments "cautiouſly over.” No loop- holes for cayil—no 
expreſſions that will beat ingenzous explanations. De- 
fend me from the ingenuity of lawyers ! 

Clerk. You will find all clear, Sir. What are the 
names ? 

Everg. That of the lady is Arabella Melville — 
mine you know. 

Clerk, Yes, Sir ; it is Ererzieen; but the gencle- 
man's— 

Everg. The gentleman's ! 

_ Clerk. Ves, Sir—your ſon's *_ 
 Everg, My ſon's !—my ſon's! 5 
Cle Ves, Sir, I know it is Evergreen, junior; but 
te Chriftian name, I am ſorry 10 be troubleſome ; ; 
Joho, Charles—Sir ? Henry? George? 
Everg. Why, thou pen- cutter! art thou come to 
inſult. me? My ſon! Evergreen, junior ! Why, Sir, I 
am Evergreen, junior, minor, and major ; there is but 


one Evergreen in the world, and I am be. n 
Cet. Sir, I humbly crave pardon, - Are you. then 


the bridegroom ? | 
© Everg. Yes, Sir. Timothy Evergreen, Eſquire, of 


' Rook all, in the county of Salop. The bridegroom 


e, to be ſure I am.' Ge, Mr. Featapiiipe” "and 


leave | 


®. 
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leave the blanks as they are—T can fill them up.— 


[Exit Clerk.) Didit ever ſee ſuch a puppy, David? 


David. Never, Sir ;—not to know that your Ho- 
nour was the pride] I am ſure one ſhan'i ſee a livelier, 
puxomer pride in al 

Frerg. Pride! Bridegroom—— Taffy! 

David. Got a mercy, Sir! Well, then, the pride- 


groom ; and as for the pridegroomeſs, ſhe is the. 


{weeteſt, moſt innocent, modeſteſt * 
Ever g. Aye, aye, I know how to chooſe. 


=Þid 


you tell my young plague, Mits Archer, to come to me? 


avid, | tit, inteet, Sit; and ſhe bit me carry my 
Welch face town flairs again in a minute; for that It 
always made her preakfatt fit uneaſy. | 
Lverg. Aye, thoſe women who have fine fortunes, 
and fine lovers, think they have a right to inſult all 


the werld.-- She can't ſpare even me nme, who am 


her natural guardian, and fifteenth couſin. * 36 
Dawid. Laws, Sir, ſhe makes no more of you than 


if you were an olt woman, inſteat of an antient ſhen- 


tleman. 

Everg. An antient gent 
mily, you mean, Yes, yes, —but this is the laſt day 
of her triumph bere; I wouldnt have her Aube 
week in my houſe, it 


David. Huſh, Sir ! here ſhe comes and her es 


full of miſchiet. t . 


Miss Archer entering.} 
Miſs 4 Where is my guardian—Oh,. my. ſweet 


guardian! 
Everg. Sweet me, no ſweets? I have ſent ſiue 


meſſages to your Ladyſhip this morning, ere | Beal TT 


have the honour of an interview. 


Miſs Arch, My wiſe; Guardian, then: it was to 
prepare you a preſent, my wiſe udlan⸗ that 1 Rade 


a. marriage preſent! 
Everg. A preſent, bey! What i is it 2 whas 4 is it ? 
Mi Arch. Vou are to be married in a dayror two, 


1 find, to a young and beautiful Sir ibi, a een 
a bri 


ſuited to ſuc idegroom. 
Everg. Let me ſee it! N 
A 5 ul. 


4 - 


Oh! in point of l 
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Mis Arch. Shut your eyes then. {She goes bebind 
bim, and puts on a fool's cap with bells.] 

Everg. What the devil is it? a wedding night-cap? 

Miſs Arch. Yes, a night and day cap—'tis yours for 
ever. ¶ Holding his hands, while he fbakes his bead to 
get rid of it ]. 

Ewerg. Vil teach thee to laugh, Taffy, in a moment. 
Let go my hands. Take it off, Taf! or I'll make 
thy ſides ſhake to another tune. 

CE [ David ſnatches the cap, and runs off. 

Miſs Arch, Now, are you not a moſt ungrateful 
guardian, to ſlight my gifts? 

Emerg. Miſs Archer ! [Her nch]. 

Miſs Arch. Mr. Evergreen! [gruffly ] 

* Ewerg. Young woman, you muſt attend to me, 

Miſs Arch, Young man, I will. 

Ewerg. I am, as you fay, to be married in a day 
or two. "I. | 1 | 

Miſs Arch. David! bring back the cap. 

l I have told you theſe fix months to provide 
yourſelt with another home ;—you now have but fix 


hours to do it in. 


Miſs Arch, Why? 

Ewerg Becauſe | would not have my young in- 
nocent wife inſected by your manners. 

Mis Arch. My manners, Sir—What better fate 
could happen to her? ls ſhe pretty? 

Everg. As a young cherub. | | 

Miſs Arch. Then Vil teach her to captivate the 
whole town. Why, I, Sir—l am not ſo handſome 
that is, not ſo extremely handſome; yet, with my nan - 
ners, I am every where the object. | 

Ewerg. But ſhe ſhall be an object no where. 

Miſs Arch. But ſhe ſhall; Til carry her with me 
all over the world; I'll teach her the equeſtrian bow 
in Hyde Park, and how to dart through the croud in 
the coffee-room at the Opera. She ſhall leara 

 Ewerg, She fhall learn, that, of all her miſchievous 

hoity-toity ſex, you are the laft ſhe is to know; and 
Il diſmiſs every ſervant, that ſhe may never hear your 
name, 755 eee 
2 i Woes av Miſs 
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Miſs Arch, I'll be her bridemaid, and, before ſhe 
has been your wife ſix hours, give her more {ongings for 
Jaces, diamonds, feathers, and fops, than can be grati- 
hed in ſix years. „„ r 

Everg. Huh !—h! Why the devil do you not marry 
yourſelt, and plague ſome other man. You have fools 
enough to chooſe from—Marry ! you have my conſent, 

Miſs Arch. But I want that of a much more impor- 

Ewerg. Whoſe? | 

Miſs Arch. My own. I ſhall not give up the right of 
making conqueſts yet ;—when my time comes to retire 


from the ſcene of action, I'll pick out the moſt conſtant 


of my adorers, go gravely with him to church, drive 
ſoberly to the feat of his anceſtors, grow a dutiful 
wife, ſtudy family receipts and made wines ; and when 
] bave the honour of ſeeing your young widow with 
her new huſband, we'll drink to your memory in a cup 
of cowſlip of my own brewing [court ſeying]. 

Ewerg. Seek new lodgings, Madam. 

Miſs Arch, I ſhall not, indeed, Sir | '1 

Everg. My houſe is my own,, Madam! ¶ Feroc iouſſy 

Mijs Arch, And my guardian is my own, Sir! 
{imitating.] Are you not my on dear, {weet guardian, 
and are you not going to have a ſweet wife, and to be a 


tweet ſimpleton, at ihe tweet age of ſixty? Oh, my 


tweet, poor poor, dear guardian! ha, ha, ha! [ Exit. 
Everg. Drink to my memory in wine gf her own 


brewing I'll bribe ſome diſbanded enſigu io carry 
ber e off, and make her glad to drink {mall beer of her 
- Own brewing, | ne | FF 4 Exit. 


S CE N E, Docter Feeloves. 5 

Euer Servant, boking at 4 liſt. 
Serv. Let me ſee one, two, three, four. Well, 
four, new ones every morning, conſidering he ſeaſon 


has unhappily proved ſo healthy, would do pxetty well. 
1 muſt call the doctor tis time he was out of his 
ſtudy, —oh, here he comes, —ſeemingly in a paſſion, 


* . — 
ET | Enter 
Ww- + it ww? * 
1 . a N X 
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Enter F eelove, From the Flat, wth ſeveral printed >, 
| 245 Bulls in bis Hand, A | tal 
8 What are the nation about.? What are the th: 
parliament about ?' Is this to be borne ? Here's a col- tat 
TeQion !—Every morning an inundation of new quacks. 
Here's a fellow cures the gout by injecting volatiles cu 
thro' your ears ;—here's another freezes a fever by arti- 1 
ficial ſnow, which he produces from the congealed per- wi 
ſpiration of the patient; —and this, purifies the blood the 
from ail diſorders, by the fmell of muſhroom juice, Ot 
pbiloſophically prepared. Why, what is io become of of 
the regular practitioner, if theſe fellows are ſuffered to Cra 
go on? What, I tay, are the parliament about? 
Serv. Conſidering, Sir, - + Ml 
Feelove. Conſidering! tax em! tax 'em !—The 9 
| quacks Hall be taxed. Have been ſent for to any a 5 
"new patients to-day? fee 
Serv. Yes, Sir; lady Juniper's dropſy has become wh 
troubleſome again——ſhe expects you at eleven, Mr. ha! 
*Calipaſh has & ſurfeit fever, and Mrs. Langriſh hopes [ 
| * Ds. youll call in the courſe of the morning. be 
F* > Feelove, Mr. Calipaſh a ſurfeit fever—hum! with hy, 
the help of bark and aromatics, it may be prolonged ing 
three weeks, without injury to the patient. —As to old a 
lady Juniper, frequent vilits will be uſeful,— for in 
one tapping more ſhe'i come to the dregs; and for 
my friend, Mrs. Langriſh, if T can't prevail on her to A 1+ 
'prate leſs, the won't laſt me another ſpring— That goe 
woman will talk two hours without breathing, to de- +: + 
ſeribe the effects of an emetic; and, if 1 did not pu 
lower her now and then by a gentle cathartic, ſhe'd the 
evaporate-through the lingual organs, like air through ott 


a cracked bladder. 
Serv. I had like to "hate forgot—Mr, Bellair is 
coming. Sinns: . 
Fieelovue. "Coming ! No, poor young fellow, he's 
. going—bev/going | there I there's the end of the life 
- of man of pleafure—it muſt be very unpleaſant to be 
a nan of plesſure. Nothing could ever prevail on 
me to de a man of Tos: the 2 hr 
1 ave 
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J have withſtood, from black eyes and grey, from 
tall and ſhort ! 


Serv. I have often thought, Sir, with ſubmiſſion 


' that the gentlemen of the wig go through more temp- 
tations than people are aware of. 


Feelove. Aye, aye,—there are Joſephs | in the fa- 


culty, | can promiſe ye. 
I have ſeen put out between the ſarcenet curtains, 
with pulſe ' diſordered only by too much health Oh 
the bright eyes that I have ſeen on ſnowy pillows ! 
Oh the—but come, the faculty's great faculty is that 
of keeping ſecrets—l ſay no more. 
crawl up ftairs lait night ? 

Serv. No, Sir; 
| he found Miſs Arabella was alone. 


Oh! the white hands that 


Did Mr. Bellair 


I could not perſuade hun, when 


Feelove, Aye, he abhors women now—the ſght of 


a young woman throws him into a catalepſy. 
feen him faint only at the touch of Arabella's hand, 


when ſhe has been chaffing his temples with ſpirits of 
hartſhorn. 

Serv. Ves, Sir. 
been bit by ſome mad woman, and ſo had a ſort of 
hydrophobia towards the ſex, 


ing. 


I have 


I have ſometimes thought he had 2 


Here's ſomebody com- 
[looking through the wing |] | 


v Ah! I tee who it 15—you may go. 


[Exi#. Servant. 
Enter Evergreen. 4 


Everg. Good morrow ye Doctor! Doctor Feelove, 


good morning! How are your pulſe to-day ? 
Feelowe. 
pulſe, any more than a lawyer about his conſcience ; 
the pocket of the one, and the conſtitution of the 
other, both improve by the neglect. 


Pho] a- phyſician: never thinks about lis 


Ewerg. Then why d'ye feel your patient's pulſe ? 
' Feelove.' One can't do. leſs: for a guinea; : 


Ever 


Well, here are the parchments, [raking 


them / his boſom) here they are! Nothing but 
names wanting, and ſums. ) $426: 
 Feelove, 


Names, and ſums, why are they main ? 


1 Everg, | Why, that one may be clear. Your niece 


has thirty thouſand pounds ; and you agree that ſhe ſhall 
AX = mine on paying you one: 2 for Co conſent. .; 


Feehve, 


4. 


3 
[| 
N 
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Feelove. One-balf. | 
Everg. No, —one- third. I am ſure ten thouſand 
pounds for a ſimple aye is very well ; we know a place, 


where they'd fay aye for half the money, 


Feelove. Come, don't libel your betters, till you are 


poor, and want a penſion. As to our affair, conſider 
every thing. You know I boarded Arabella, with two 
ſiſters, at a village in Cornwall, who could teach her 


nothing but her ſampler; the ſole employment of her 
life, for ſixteen years, has been her needle, with the 
occaſional reliefs of making ſeed-cake, and ſtewing 
codlings. 

Everg. I know all that—I know all that. 

Feelove. Yes, you know, but you don't draw the 
inference. Let me tell you that a girl who can't write, 
who never heard of Point or Bruſſels; whoſe only game 
at cards is beggar my neighbour; and who thinks the 
Play-houſe, Ranelagh, and Vauxhall, the three great 
turnpikes to the devil, is a better fortune with fifteen, 
than a town bred miſs with thirty thouſand pounds. 

Everg. Well, well, 'tis in vain to argue. Here 
take the parchments,—fill up the blanks, and write 
your name. Shall I ſee my little Bell? 

Feelove. To be ſure, Call down my Niece. Tell 
her my lord Penmanmeaur is here. 

Everg. How ſhall we manage when ſhe finds that 


1 am not a lord, and that the will not be a ladyſhip. 


— 


| Feelove. Pho! that's eaſily managed with ſuch a 


' novice. Tell her that a peerage, like the parliament, 


: laſts but ſeven years, and that your time is up. Here 
_ : the comes ! fo, Arabella, here's his lordſhip, 


Arabella enters. 
Zerg. My pretty Bell, my pretty Bell! why fo 


ſad ?—on the verge of riding under your own Coronet, 


why fo 1ad ? 


Arab. 1 am always.ſad, I think. They told me, 


/ 1 when I left Cornwall, I was coming to London to be 


very happy, but indeed -I was happier there. In the 


mornings I rambled in the woods, and uſed to liſten to 


the ſweet birds till they made me weep; in the even- 
ing; 1 NS by eas how I love moons. 


8 * 
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light walks! with the diſtant village ſounds dying on 
the ear, till, like the ſoft ſhades of the flowers, they 
could hardly be diſtinguiſn'd. | 
Ewer g. Why, you may have moonlight in Lon- 
don, when it is not foggy ; and ſounds of all forts. 
Arab. But my uncle never ſuffers me to ſtir, 
Feelove. No, to be ſure—aot till you are married. 
Everg. No, nor then neither, without your huſband. 
Arab. Nor then neither! why they tell me, but 
I don't care about it, that when I am married I myſt 


pay viſits, and receive company, and ride in Hyde 
Park, and be always in public, without once thinking 


of my huſband. | 
Everg [apart] Doctor! five thouſand muſt be 
added tor that. | : 

Feelowe. Why, how now, huſſey !—who has been 
putting theſe wicked notions into your head ? 
Arab. Why, ſure they can't be wicked, for the 
Rector's wife and daughters over the way do ſo; and go 


out in fine carriages, and have cards on Sundays. 


 Feelove. Huſſey! buſley ! that's a Biſhop's family 
—2 pariſh prieſt dared not be ſo wicked for his ears. 

Everg. Come, doctor, don't be fo harſh—my little 
pet will be a good girl. I have convinced her that ſhe 
was made on purpole to be my wife; and that it will 
be.the duty of my wite to hate gadding, and particu- 
larly to hate all young fellows. 522 19 

Arab. No- you laid particularly thoſe with cock- 
ades and gorgets. | | 

Ewverg. Did i?—then I was too flack. They are 
all the ſame—the gorgeted, the ſcarf'd, the broad 
bands, and the narrow bands; if they are young, you 
muſt hate them all—and if they preſume to talk non- 
ſenſe to you, make me your ſecrer keeper, and then I 
ſhall be able to hold you up, as che exact model of a 


perfect wife. 


Feelowe. Les, and, like other models, it will be 
very badly copied. But pray, miſtreſs, in this pretty 
leſſon of your's, where do you find any thing about 
your viſitings, and gadding about, in the libertine ſtile 


Jou were juſt now ſpeaking of ? = 


Everg., 
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| Everg. No, no;—no modeſt woman receives 
viſits from any but relations ; nor, amongſt thoſe, from 
none of a remoter degree than uncles and aunts, 

Arab, What, not a Couſin ? 

 Everg. Not if it's a male couſin.— Oh hortid! a 
male couſin in the family of a young married woman 
is a worſe monſter than a man- tiger. 

Arab. But Mr. Bellair is not my Couſin, —ſo J 
may let him come without any harm: — Oh! how [ 
ſhall like to ſupport his poor aching head on my boſom; 
and, when he is fainting, to give him cordials, and 

weep over him till he recovers, | [of ide, 

Feelove, What are you ſaying Arabella? 

Arab. | was only conning my leſſon, Sir; that part 
of it is fo pretty, that, whenever ] think on it, 1 figh 
and feel ſo melancholy !—and yet *tis a melancholy 
ſweeter than all the pleaſure I have ever tafted, [ Exit. 

Everg: Aye, go, go! that's my pretty Bel; get 
it all into your head, and never fear but it will influ- 
ence your actions. 

Feelove. I mult leave ye, or my patients will be 
impatient. 

Ewverg. Well, I ſhall ſee you again in the even- 
ing; meantime look over the parchments. [ Exit, 

Feelove, | will. Why, now I have been a fool; 


T have made the bargain more favourable on his fide 


than I needed. [| really believe he would have taken 

her with ten thouſand only, I'll try to ftart ſome 

we in the bulineſs L hate to be over-reach'd, 
[Exit with the parchments, 


Se N E, Carlton's. 


Carlton and Bellair at Breakfaſt. 


Carl More ways than One indeed ! and your way 
is moſt ſingular! imported with you, I ſupppſe, from 
Leyden.—Afſume Fickneſs to captivate a blooming 
girl! ſuch a way of love making could never haye oc- 
cur'd but in a college. 
Bel. My ſickneſs was aſſumed not to captivate, but 


to get introduced io her. Nou have often heard that 
2 : | pity 


— — —— ee. — PR nnan=——— 
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pity is ſiſter to love, and I have proved it ſo, in the 
heart of the gentle Arabella. 


Enter a Servant, ſpeaking to Bellair. 


Serv. Your ſervant has been here, Sir, to ſay that 
Doctor Feelove requeſts you not to call till one, as he 


is obliged to make a wide circuit this morning, 


Bel. Very well. Bid him let my wrapping. gown 


be ready, with my pale complexion, and all other ne- 


ceſſaries. [Exit ſervant] I muſt have a wider gown ; 
in that I am not ſufficiently ſcreen'd ; who, but a 


Doctor, could believe that theſe limbs belong to a 


fellow in'the laſt ſtage of an atrophy. „ 

Carl. Oh, they are ſo uſed to wonders, you may 
make them believe any thing; but have you never yet 
found a moment io convince the Lady, that you have 
as much health and aſſurance as any man in town? 

Bel. Never, — nor do I know that I yet wiſh it, for 
I ſhould then loſe the luxury of her tender aſſiſtances, 
the ſoft preſſure of her hand, and the tear dropping 
from her blue eye on my cheek, whilſt the believes me 
- a ſtate of inſenſibility—How can I bear to give up all 
that? xs . „ 
Carl. Faith, I don't know. © | | 

Bel. Then to hear her figh, and aſk her uncle, 


in the tendereſt accents, * if nothing can be done for ne? | 


I ſwear, a direct avowal of her paſſion would not give 
me ſuch tranſport. How charming! to witneſs na- 
iure's genuine feelings in a beautiful girl, inſtead of 
thoſe factitious one impos'd by education. 


Carl, Her mode of education has been ſtrange | 


ſure! do you find nothing repulſive in it. 
Bel. Repulfive! quite the reverſe—it has a thou- 


| ſand charms for me, Her mind is naturally ſo elegant 


and ingenuous, that the taſk of poliſhing it can be but 
ſlight, and that charming taſk will be mine! I ſhall be 
her enamour'd Abelard ! 
Carl. ls it ſo very charming to be a ſchool-maſter ? 
Bel. What a phraſe !! [impatiently] To unite the 


characters of lover and inſtructor, ſeems io me the moſt 


„ What 


intereſting of human ſituations, 


| 
1 
. 
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| 
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What joy to wind along the cool retreat, 
«© To ſtop, and gaze on Delia as I go; 


© To mingle ſweet diſcourſe with kiſſes ſweet, 
«© And teach my lovely ſcholar all I know !” 


So ſung, you know, one of our firſt poets, | 
Carl. One of our firſt poets is very welcome to 
have ſung, or ſaid it. But give me a woman whoſe 
ſoul is all informd, and alive to every enjoyment of 
taſte and feeling ! I would rather my wife ſhould join in 
converſation with grace, than ſhrink from it, over- 
powered by her bluſhes ; and that ſhe ſhould make the 
men afraid of her wit, rather than allure them by 


her ſimplicity. | 5 
77 You ſpeak as though you knew ſuch a wo- 
manr 


Carl. Perhaps I may—but of that hereafter. 
Bel. Hereafter be it then, for now I am impa- 
tient to be gone. I muſt praQtiſe an hour, before ! 
ſhall reduce my pipe to the ſhrill tone ſuited to my 
appearance; —you would not inſure. my life three 
days, if you ſhould ſee me when metamorphoſed, 
Carl. Nor your underftanding for three hours, 
now that I know the cauſe of i but adieu | in a week 
| you'll be recover'd. | | 1 2 
1 kE!xeunt at oppoſite doars, 


* 


EnvD or Tu I Figsr Acr, 


eet, 
L 


me to 
whoſe 
ent of 
join in 
over- 
ke the 
um by 


a wo- 


impa · 
fore 1 
to my 

three 
ed, 
hours, 
week 


door. 


taken away too. 


finiſh it, becauſe 1 can't write. It begins 
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ACT 


SCENE Dedor Feelove's, 
Arabella fitting at a Table, with Paper and Pencil. 


Arabella. 


N O, that won't do [taking vp a ſlip of paper] — Ves 
it will—no! it is not. half ſo ſoft and pretty. [re- 
touches it] There now ! that little touch at the corner 
of the mouth has made it clear another thing. Oh, 
how happy thoſe ladies are that can draw !—if I could 
draw, I'd make his ſweet face ſo white ; and his eye 
ſhould be juſt lifted up to me, as it is ſometimes; 
and between his lips I would ſee a little bit of his 
white teeth, and— 


| Enter Feelove. 


Feeloue. Heyday ! what is ſhe about! [peeping] 
What now, Arabella ! writing ? | 

Arab, Oh, no; you know I can't write—I wiſh 
I could. SOIT, 

Feelove, Wiſh you could! why? to enlarge your 
ſphere of miſchief? pity there's a gooſe-quill in the- 
kingdom, except thoſe in the hands of the faculty, the. 
clergy, and the law ;—though, as to the law, I be- 
lieve, there would be no great harm, if theirs were 

But what uſe, pray, would you 

make of a pen? x 


Arab. Oh, Vd write—I'd write down a ſong that 


I have been making out of my own head, but I can't 


Soft are my gentle Jockey's looks, 

And lily pale his face. 

Feelove. © Lily pale his face.” Aye, that moſt 
young men can boaſt of—roſy cheeks are as ſcarce 
now 
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now in England, as roſe ©. ies in Scotland, Let me 
ſee that pepet—what's this? a flower pot? 

Arab. No, ii's Jockey. very artleſly, 

Fee:ove. Jockey! why thou haſt a good pretty 
notion, girl, enough !—ſome fancy there—it might 
take a man a good while to explain it. But come, 
[throwing down the paper, which ſbe picks up, and puts 
in her boſom.) I want to talk to you alittle. Hete 
will be the poor young man preſently—Mr, Bellair. 
Arab. Oh dear, will he? [joyfully, 
Feelove. Now you know he's dying. 
Arab. ls he, | [/adly, 
Fieelove. Therefore we muſt make hay while the 
| ſun ſhines. | : | 
Arab. The ſun won't ſhine, when he dies. [a/d 
_ - Feelove. He has a good fortune, and neither chick 
nor child. He muſt leave it to ſomebody you know, 
and moſt likely it will be to thoſe who are moſt kind 
io him; now I would have you ſhew every kind of 
decent civility to him, that a modeſt young woman 
may ſhew. | N 
Arab. I am ſure I always do. I would lay down 
my life to bate his pains; fometimes they are very 
bad, and then he graſps my hand ſo hard I—but J am 
not angry with him. fat VF 
Feelove. No, to be ſure; he is ſick, poor man— 
if he was well would be quite another thing—never 
let -a man in health preſs your hand. But, as | was 
ſaying, I have no doubt but his gratitude will ſecure 
us ſome acknowledgment at his death. 

Arab. Oh, dear uncle! you had better ſecure an 
acknowledgment for ſaving his life. | 
. 'Feelove. Ves, but when people's lives are ſaved, 
they ſeldom think of an acknowledgment ;—if you 
can get into a ſick man's will, tis ſafer to let him go. 


Enter Servant. 
* Serv, Mr. Bellair is coming up, Sir. 
Feelove. Oh, let me aſſiſt him. [runs out] Stay, 
good Sir! brad . 
Arab. Dear, dear, how weak he is! [/ooking 
"through the wing.) But I declare he is not ſo er 
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no not half ſo pale as he was. Oh! how I ſhould 
et me love my uncle if he would recover bim—['d 5e all! 
| have in the world! 


"teſly. Enter Belair, ſupported by Feelove, Fae” the Servant, 


pretty 


might Feelove. Lean on me, good Mr. Bellair, lean harder ! 
come, | come, think me your curſe, as well as your Doctor 
id puts you know; we rank with old women. 

Heie Bel. Panting] You are kind—hooh |! very. be 
lair, Your ſtairs—hooh ! have exhauſted 100 much of my 
fully, waſting breath. 

Feelove. Ay, ay, all our ak are ds. - but 
ſadly, come, take courage - you may have more years be- 
ile the fore ye, than [ have yet, perhaps. 

Bel. Yes, I gueſs I may ; or Nature will play me 
[afide, a ſlippery trick. [afide.] Pray ſupport: me to that 
chick ſopha. [advances a flep or two, then flops ſhort ] 
know, That young woman there again! Oh, Doctor! do 
t kind you not know how baneful to ys is the ſight of a 
ind of young woman? 
roman Arab. Dear, how can be hate me fo? it vil b 

my heart. [aide 

down Feelowe. Sir, my niece is uſeful in the r room; you 
e very are ſometimes apt to be faintiſh, and maid- ſervants 
tl] an are ſo unhandy —— But if ſhe offends you.: ſhe ſhall 

go.— Go, Arabella. _ | 
man Arab. Well, I can ſtay at the door, and ſee 5 
ne ver through the eri that can't offend him !— 
[ was [penſively | 
ſecure Bel. No, let her ſtay—let her ſtay! Going out: 
of the world, as I am, it is my duty to conquer aver- 
are an ſions. I NY even let her fit by OY down, 
young lady! [They both fit on the ſopha.] ] 
ſaved, Feeloue. Where are your drops, A- T 
if you Arab, Here they be, [She takes 6 rom ber 
m go. pocket ; be ſeizes the bottle and her hand tegether.] 
Fithove. Don't take too much of 'em, Sir—don't- 
| hoon them too long at your noſe. 
Bel. Oh, they revive me beyond expreſſion! | 
Stay, Arab. Yes, Sir, they are very good drops. Dear, 
wo how tight he holds my hand! {afide. 1 
looking Zei, 
pale - | 


no 
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Bel. My ſpirits are very low; and I have odd fan- 
cies, Doctor xvery odd fancies ! 7 

Feelove, Aye, Sir, but you ſhould always oppoſe 
odd fancies. I knew an old lady, who fancied herſelf 
purſued by Death—She ſwore he ſhould not have her, 
and actually contended with the phantaſm fo long, 
that ſhe vanquiſhed him. That very obſtinacy which 
ſent three huſbands out of the world, kept her in it, 
contrary to the predictions of the wiſeſt heads in War- 
wick-lane. Eee 8 

Bel. But I have a ſtranger fancy than that, Doctor. 


I have a fancy that I ſhall live, and be ſome day or 


Other a hale, ſtout young fellow. 
Feelowve. [afide.) That's a ſtrange fancy, indeed! 
Bel. And that many beings may yet owe life to me, 
Feelove. 1 have no doubt of it, Sir . . . . , Beings 

of the reptile kind. [aſde.] | = 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Sir, here is a gentle woman, very earneſt to 
conſult you. 

Feelove, Pl be with her in a moment. Will you 
give me leave? . 


Bel. Go, go, good Doctor, I will try to recover 


myſelf, to tell you my new ſymptoms, when you re- 
turn.— But pray don't hurry the gentlewoman. 
[Exit Feelowve, Bellair turns and gazes on Arabella] 
Bel. Oh, angel! e 3 55 
Arab. Is he going to pray? how fiery his eyes 
look ! [.J. . . Pray, Sir, quiet yourſelf; reſt 
your head a little on me-] fancy it is in pain. ¶ He 


refts his head on her ſbou der, with his arm round her. | 


Bel. Oh, Epicures and voluptuaries ! t 
Arab. He talks Latin! they ſay people do fo 
when they are poffeſs'd. [affe] N 


Bel. No, this is too much f [ting his head.] I 


will declare myſelf at once. | 

Arab. Dear Sir, if you have any fins upon your 

mind, the ſooner: you declare them the better—it may 

make your conſcience eaſy, | | h 
$ 4 P 4 f 
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Bel. Yes, I will declare=—Oh, moſt enchanting 


77 on one knee ;; Feelowe enters, and he lets him- 
poſe fol fart on ga on the fuer. ] 1 
erſelf Feelove, 3 me, he is feincing !—aye, he is far 


* 
— — — 


* D— — ” — — 
—— — ů — —— —— ——ñ—ꝛ— ee _ — - 
— — — 


. gone indeed, poor man very odd! [taking his 

PS” and.] His pulſe is good, though be is ſo bad. 

Arab, When he fell he was going to declare ſome 

War. crime to mem | | 

Feelowe. Some crime © 

| cor Arab. Ves, and it emed to oventetiine 1 con- 
: ſcience ſo, the moment he began 1 to ſpeak, that he 

could not bear it. 

Feelove. Aye, he has been but bad, I doubt, but 
now he pays for all. Come, Sir, cheer ye, cheer ye! 
. [helping him up.] I won't leave ye again; Pll fit by ye, 

” if its an hour; — the very fight of a Doctor is beiter, 
ſometimes, than phyſic. 5 

Bel. Oh, Sir, you are very kind! ber I believe 1 
mall not be the better. for you now. In the after- 
noon, if you'll permit me, I ſhall call again. 

Feelove. I'll go to you. | 

Bel. Not for the world | give vou too much 
trouble; The air of this part of the town, ſo near 
the Park; revives me Permit me to come. as often as 
I can; I hope I ſhall not be long in this ſad way. 
Pray, Doctor ! [putting a bank note in his hand] 

Ferie. dir it is Dae [putting it in his 
boeket.] | of 17 

Bel. The youny lady's FARE are very good. About 

Fx [ll be here again—you'll let her be in the way. 
 Feckove, 'F hat the ſhall. : Come, Sir, lean on me. 
 [Exeunt.'.. Bellair gaving en Arabella. 

>; Dor. how he looks at mel it theills m 
boſom through and through ! Sure he can ha ve no very 
great erĩme on his mind I am ſure he never can have 
been wicked P' endeavour: 10 comfert him when 
he comes again. Meantime, I'll go into my own 
room, and tey to ſiniſh chis. [raking the paper from her 
5% m.] I think L can make it look a little as he did juſt 
now, and then — then, if he dies [droppingractaary 
10 can look at barn, and think of him ny CENE 

N E, 
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S EN E, ths Bode een = 
Enter Carlton, followed by Bellair in a Chair, on 00 


Zel. [to the Chairman] Stop—ſtop ! Car lIron—[pgets whic] 
out of the chair, and throws in his gown.) There! 


carry it home, and call for me at ſix. 
Carl Oh, oh! what return'd from the Doctor 80 


cultu 
Bol - This moment left the hiele ; this moment quoti 
left——Oh, Carlton !—l ſhall be there again at ſix— Bel 
My time will Lang on my hands till then how ſhall Ca 
F Eu the heavy hours ? | fant ; 
Carl, If you really want to murder them, go home, ada) 
and ſend for a dozen of the reforming reports: if "oy pieſt 
want only to forget hem, go with me, of art 
Bel. Where ? 1 con ſte 
Carl. To call on Sir Marvel adsense 1 pay him Boyle 
a viſit once in ſix months, ſtay ſx minutes; and laugh, sive!) 
after I bave left him, ſix hours. Be! 
Bel. Who the devil is this Sir Marvel, Adi is ſuch Car 
a ſpecific for ennui? lide o 
Carl. Been in London a month, and not know Sir N ways 
Marvel ! Why, Sir Marvel was the other day a grocer, el 
or an ironmonger, or a cheeſemonger, I dan't remem- time 
ber which —near one of the city Bates, dow t remem- Ca, 
ber where en „5 quain 
Bel. What is he hiv © IP | . you a 
Carl. New! a man of TN Sir—e f man . of ex- ¶ terenc 
pence. Jo be ſeen every morning in Hyde Park, on 
a little Galloway, followed by two ſervants on a brace 
of hunters. Every noon in a phaeton, making the Sir B 


Circuit of St. James's+ſtreet, Pall Mall, and the Hay 
Market; and every night, in every nee Where 4 
: ticket or effrontery can admit him. f 
Bel. Well, but where's the peculiarity of all this? patien 
Carl. Oh, all that's nothing the captivating; pant 
of the Knight is 10 come; At the youthful age. of 
forty ſome relation left him a large eſlate: He threw 
off his apron, drove to his domains in a: poſt chaile 
and fx, roaſted bullocks, broach'd hogſheads, &c.. &c. 
was next year - ſheriff for the county, and garried up 
an N accounts for his ule. | 1 

el. 
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Bel. Ha, ha, ha! Well | | 


% 


. on the penalty of being ſilent wherever he went to 
gen which his loquacity could not ſubmit. He accord- 
here! ingly buys every author on every ſubject; peruſes 
13 poetry, tactics, philoſophy, batany, cookery, agri- 
or's? culture; and to ſhew that he can read, is for ever 
oment 8 quoting. 5 
* Bel. Tireſome enough! RW De” 

„ ſhall Carl. Not at all——as be manages, tis moſt plea- 
| fant; for beginning to read ſo late in life, with the 
2 of a very bad memory, he makes the hap- 
pieſt miſtakes imaginable. His head contains an olio 
of arts and ſciences, ſo mingled and confuſed that he 
con tanily ſpeaks of one thing for another; and if 


home, 
if you 


ay him Wl Boyle or Clarendon are mention'd, ten to one 
laugh, ire y< an old catch as a ſpecimen of their talents, 
Bel. Ha, ha, ha! 


is ſuch Carl. His French valet aſſiſts in furniſhing the in- 
. ide of his head, as well as to frize the out, and al- 
ow Sir I ways give his maſter the theme for the day. 
grocer, ll . Bel. Precious! this fellow muſt be excellent to kill 
remenm- time with=—let us go directly. OS 1 
remem- Carl. With all my heatt—he receives a new ac- 
| quaintance as eagerly as a new book; and whether 
33 you are in calf-ſkin or morocco, it will make no dif- 
of ex- erence to Sir Marvel. | [Exeunt. 
ark, on | | | e | 
a brace 8 SCENE, à Dreſſing Room. 
ry oy [Sir Marvel at bis toilet, attended by Le Gout, who 
. 1 is powdering bis hair with à puff. | 


Marv. Depechez, monfieur—depechez! I am im- 


9 \ i 


IL this? patient. n 5 3 
ing pan . Le Gout. Ah, monſieur! de Inglis be tous jour; 
il age of ſo, and for dat reaſon dey will never do credit to dere 
Ie threw Nalets. A French general ſpend as much time in tak- 
& chaiſe Ning de powder in his hair, as in direction de powder 
& c. &c. to his enemy; and would rader live, dan be found 
tried up dead in the field of battle 7] dreſs. 3 . 
He | Marv. Aye, but now, you know, monheur, the 
Bel. 


French are going to follow us be are all the go in 


—_ 


— — — 
— 


Carl. His Honour now found it neceſſary to read, 


Boyle or Clarendon are mention'd, ten to one but he'll. 


Paris, 
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Paris. Next war I dare ſay your generals will head 
their armies in buckſkin, and bobwigs; and if they 
are found dead on the field of battle, it will be with 
Britiſh balls in their bodies. (farting up) Have done 
you have been as long raiſing the ſiege of that cuil, as 
the Goths were in taking Cuba. | 


Le Gout. Nay den, monfieur, I vill ave done ; but 


pardon me, monſieur! it does uſe me very ill; I vill 
live vid no maſter who ſo diſgrace me. 

Mary. Diſgrace you! | 

Le Gout. Oui, ſans doute, de diſgrace be mine. 
De quality will not ſay of you—** Oh, what Burgeeis 
be dat! ab, mon Dieu, quelle bete! dey will ſay who 
dreſt dat man? he be as mal adroit as a Flemiſh boor 
—ſend him a new valet, he be dreſs by a Dutch bar- 
ber.“ My reputation be concern'd, monſfieur. 

Marv. Why now you know, Le Gour, I take 
great care of your reputation, and form myſelf en- 
tirely on your documents. You have liv'd ſo long 
with dukes and lords, and noble cricketers, and gen- 
tlemen cheſs players, that you know the daſh of high 
life exactly; and if I had a ſon, I would prefer you 
to any French governor in London. | 

Le Gout, Oh, as to dat, monſieur, I would not be 
French governor to any ting. Running about after 
little maſter—ſitting behind him at de play, and vid 
my back to de horſes in de vis-a-vis, and be at de 
bottom of de table: when de chaplain ave leave of ab- 
ſence ; no, no, ſome French governors dat | know 
ave taken up de powder puff again, and prefer dere 
original occupation of valet, to de pleaſure of whip- 
ping maſter for von hundred a year, and being tied 10 
his jacket, like de keys to de houſekeeper's girdle. 

Mary. Well but, monfieur, have you thought of a 
ſubject for me to day—You can't conceive how bril- 
liant I was at Mrs. Flanconade's yeſterday, She 
thought to poſe me once, and interrupted me with 
3t 2 in a thick voice.) ** Pray, Sir Marvel Muſh: 
room, at what time was the Roman republic in its 
glory?” Very good, ma'am, ſays I—yery good! as 
tho? all the world did not know the republic was in 
its greateſt luſtre when Alexander the Great was king 
f | 888 1 
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at Rome—ha, ha, ha! No conceiving how it was en- 
joy'd—ha, ha, hal 

Le Gout, Dere monſieur ! dere | I be diſgrace agaio. 
Why Alexander was never king at Rome, he was king 


of de Turcs. 


Marv, You are right, you are right, Monſieur. 
The dog is clearly wrong, but I dare not contradict 


Laſide. 


Enter a Servant, 


Serv. A gentleman, whoſe name is Pearlaſh, is be- 
low, Sir, | So 

Marv. Pearlaſh——Pearlaſh! oh, I remember; I 
knew him laſt year at Brighton. The ſon of a ſoap 
boiler, Le Gout. What the devil does he want? 

Serv. He only ſent up his name, Sir. | 

Marv. His name! why ſurely he does not put 
himſelt on a viſiting foot. Tell him, I am engag'd at 
preſent=—ſome other time— 

Le Gout, Oh, wrong, Monſieur !—pardon me, 
quite wrong! ; ; 

Marv. Why! ſhould I receive him? 

Le Gout. Sans doute—receive every body. De 
great people make all dere power dat way. In Groſ- 
venor-ſquare, a Citizen ſend his name to a lord de 
lord ſhrug his ſhoulders—* damn de greaſy ſoap boiler 
—ſend him up]! He fly to receive him, catches his 
hand“ My dear Mr. Pearlaſh, how I am oblige for 
dis honeur !-—where have you been dis age? can I do 
any ting for you ?—make uſe of me—give me de hap- 
pineſs to ſerve you!? Ds 

Marv. Do they condeſcend ſo much! 

Le Gout. Condeſcend !—pſhaw! dat idea is baniſh 
de world—dere is no condeſcenſion. De canaille is 
de fountain of riches, derefore de lords treat dem vid 
reſpect, and tell dem of dere majeſiy: in return, de 
Canaille, burſting vid vanity and gratitude, let de 
Lords drain dere purſes, and ſo bote ſides reſt fatisfie. 

Mary. Enough! Lead the way, [to the Serpant.] 
Le Gout, follow. Pll ſnatch his hand, and outdo a 
duke in the warmth of my embraces. [Exeunt. 


B 2 


Enter 
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Enter Carlton and Bellair, with another Servant, 


Serv. Sir Marvel is juſt gone down to ſome com- 
pany, Sir,—T'Il inform him. that you are here. [£Exir, 
Carl. Was not that the lovely Bab Archer, you 
bowed to, as we came in? | 
Bel. It was Miſs Archer; but you don't think her 
* handſome ? | | 
, Carl. Critically ſo—perhaps not; but ſhe is mare 
The is captivating ! Her voice is melody; and there is 
_ mind in every motion. 
el. Elegant mind, do you call it? I am ſure her's 
is a moſt inſolent one.— I knew her abroad; and this 
woman, who in your opinion is made up of melody, 
ſweetneſs, and witchery, is the moſt perverſe, the moſt 
capricious, the moſt proud, them _ | 
Carl. Tut! tut! that is to ſay, you have been her 
fave, and a neglected one. EL 
Bel. Faith, there is hardly a man of your acquaint- 
ance who will not ſubſcribe to my opinion of her. 
Carl. The firongeſt proof of her charms, and of 
her power. I adore her for being hated by all the 
men who have had the preſumption to figh for her. 
There is a degree of impurity in a woman who ſmiles 
on, and liſtens to, all who choſe to make love to her. 
When I marry, my wife muſt bring me an ear as un- 
eſſayed as her heart; and the firſt whiſpers of love that 
reach her, muſt be from my lips. 3 
Bel. Well, carry your whiſpers to Miſs Archer, 
kneel, ſigh, weep, and — be deſpiſed! 
Carl. Ha, ha, ha! „ 
Bel. What do you laugh at ? pb | 
Carl. At your conceiving that, with a woman of 
Her character, I ſhould purſue ſo beaten a track, No, 
no; I have reſolv'd to woe her, but it ſhall-be by an 
appearance of indifference. VIP ſet her heart in a 
blaze by my coldneſs, and conquer her with flights. 
Bel. Why your way of love making, is more ſingu- 
lar than mine; but as to its ſucceſs, I ſhould as ſoon 
believe the floating batteries had more effectually been 
attack d by ſnow balls, than Elliots red hot bullets. | 


Carl # 
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Carl. A flaming alluſion !—bat here comes our 
Knight. [Enter Marvel and Le Gout. ] My dear 
Sir Marvel, Mr. Bellair begs to be known to you. 
Mary. My dear Sir, 1 do not deſerve fo great an 
honour. [Embracing Bellair] Can I do any thing 
for you make uſe of me—give me the happineſs to 
ſerve you. | | 
Le Gout, Monſieur—Monſieur ! dis is not the way 


to treat gentlenen. You muſt embrace, and make of- 


ſers of ſervice, only to de canaille. [apart ] 
Marv. Fnough! did you come from the country, 
Mr. Bellair ? | 
Bel. From Leyden, 8 | 
Marv. Leyden{ you came from Leyden—ah ! IL 
remember that's the place where they are fo famous 
for lead mines. | 1 | 
Bel. There is no ſtanding this. [79 Carlton.] You 
have good paintings, Sir Marvel. [king round.) 
Marv. Yes, I flatter myſelf I have taſte that way. 
We have moderns who pretend ta paint—ha, hal 
ſave us from modern painters !—the antique is the 
thing! Now, for a portrait painter, there's nobody 
like that little droll fellow, Eraſmus ; he gave us fleſh 
and blood to the life] —hut for a cabinet piece, give 
me a Dutch Fair by Scipio Alrieanus. What Is ke 
laughing at? he behaves very oddly ? [to Carlton] 
arl, You muft excuſe hin——unhappily igno- 
rant has read-nothing. | ES, 
Marv. Indeed P11 offer him my library. My dear 
Sir, you'll pardon me; but one can make no figure 
without reading. In ſuch a place as Leyden, you can 


have had no opportunities My library is at your 


ſervice. | 6-23 | 

Bel. You do me a moſt particular favour, Sir Mar- 
vel. Well choſen, I am ſure it muſt be. 

Mary, Oh, as to that—yes, yes, Sir—aye, Mr. 
Carlton, you have ſeen my library, All the poets 
from Mecænas to Shafiſbury. All the dramatic wri- 
ters of name —including Shakſpeare, Lycurgus, and 
Pliny.— Read well, Sir; and after you have read, 
begin to write, ; TG 5 

Bel. Write ! ns 
: | x | Marv. 
1 


5 
"RAT > 


30 MORE WAYS THAN ONE. 


Marv. Oh, yes; one is not finiſh'd without it 
every body writes. One cannot put one's head into 
company without meeting half a dozen ode-writing 
miſſes, and matrons who compoſe eſſays—but ſatire 
is my forte. | 

Carl, What then you write, Sir Marvel. 

Mary. Trifl-:s ! trifles ! There is a thing of mine 
in the papers to-day. You know, for every body 
knows, Miſs Archer ? | 

Carl. Doubtleſs. 

Marv. You know ſhe is the moſt haughty, affected 
creature living ; and to-day I gave her in doggerel— 
mark that—in doggerel ; heroic verſe would have been 
too dignified' for the ſubject. There ſhe is, in the 
poer's corner at full length, 

Carl, Satirize Miſs Archer ! ſurely you have not 
cared. 

Marv. Yes I have, Why not ſatirize Miſs Ar- 
cher ? I fatirize myſelf ſometimes, and anſwer it 
again the next day. . 

Carl. By Heaven! on reflection, it pleaſes me. 

Marv. Beſides, to tell you the truth, there is ano- 
ther reaſon —— Now I fhall ſurpriſe ye, I know ; — 
hardly expect ye to believe me—but—in ſhort, ſhg 
nas actually refuſed me} h . 

Bel, Refuſed you! Nay then, Carlton, you may 
as well give it up— You'll hardly expect to ſucceed 
where Sir Marvel has failed. 5 

Marv. Oh I don't know that— !] don't know that; 
thoſe capricious women generally chooſe the worſt — 
You know the proverb--dainty dogs. 

Carl. Delicate | So *tis revenge, then 

Marv Yes, revenge But J till continue to vi- 
fix her in a friendly way ; for ſhe's faſhionable, and 
one finds the firſt daſh there: Beſides, 1 have ſuch 
ood nature and generoſity about me, that I never can 

e out of humour with people to their faces. 

Carl. In courſe you don't mean to acknowledge 
your ſatire. But is it very ſevere? 

Marv. Oh, tears her like a bramble buſh.-. 


Carl. Then do me the favour to give me for the 
author. , * 
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Marv. Are ou ſerious? 

Carl . ſo: In ſhort, I want to 
be introduced to her, and I know no better way. 

Bel. Tell her he is dying for her— that's a better 
way. 


2 rl Yes, to be made a fool, Will you oblige 
Marv. To be ſure Gad, I ſhall like ſuch a 


ſcreen ! forl have had the terror of her fingers before 


3 80 then, this inſtant, my dear Sir Marvel; 


not a moment to be loſt | Come, Bellair. Let nothing 


t you to betray that you are the poet. [ Exeunt. 
"" - Never fear ! 1am not a gooſe, to betray 
the Capitol. 


END er THE SEcConD Acre 
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1 III. 


An Apartment at Evergreen's. 


Enter Miſs Juvenile, and a Servant, 
Miſs Juvenile. 
Te Miſs Archer I can't ſtay a minute, I have only 


brought a newſpaper to ſhew her. [exit Serv.) Lud! 
lud! how this will gall her! I never read ſuch a piece of 
abuſe in my life.ä— wonder how the author got it in! 
I have wrote 1wenty pretty things of this ſort myſelf; 
but ſome wile, grave editor or other, always cropt my 
laurels. The next mornjng the anſwers to correſpon- 
dents never failed to inform them that, ** The lines 
of L. S. were. inadmiſſible 3” or, The epigram ſign- 


ed Laura wor? do for cur Paper; or © we mun urme 
dur fair correſpondent Clariſſa to learn to ſpell, before 
the pretends to write heroic verſe.” I wonder really 
at their impertinence ;—thart a young lady of faſhion 
can't amuſe herſelf in rhyming a little about her 
friends, but they muſt pretend to judge of the matter! 


Miſs Archer enters. 


Oh, my dear Miſs Archer ! do you know that ſome 
cruel wretch here | ERP. 
Miſs Arch, Oh, yes, my dear, I know it all; you 
are the fifteenth lady who has been here this morning, 
to inform me of it. Upon my word a newſpaper 
paſquinade is a mighty good thing—it makes one's 
friends remember one. 


Fuv. [afede,} Deuce take em! I thought to have 


been the firſt, —now I don't know how it touch'd her. 

Miſs Arch. Why do you muſe, my dear? | 
Juv. Oh, muſe—why I am muſing upon the 
wickedneſs of people—to dare—to be able 150 
- 7 
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Miſs Arch. Oh, never think about it. I tell 
you ſuch things are rather a diſtinction to be abuſed 
in a newſpaper is to be rank'd with balf the amiable 
and great charaQers in exiſtence. Hah ! here's an- 
other viſitant, with another newſpaper! 'Why my 
friends are ſo numerous, they'll be oblig'd to put forth 
another impreſſion before noon. en —— Sir 
Marvel Moufhroam ! | | 


Enter gi ir WET” 


Marv. Dear ma'am, your moſt gevoted! Have 
you heard of this ſcurrilous abuſe ? — Oh, yes, you have 
heard, I ſee; —Miſs Juvenile is here. 

Miſs Arch, You might have met half your ac- 
quaintance here twenty minutes agoz they are kindly 
zone to diſperſe the papers. 

Miſs Tuv. Pray, Sir uw, can you gueſs at the 
writer ? 

Mary. Oh, that's not a fair queſtion. What do 
you think of the lines? 

 Miſs' Juv. * Pointed to ne lat degree! _— and 
levere! * * 

Marv. A'n't they — coupter = 
[They each read alternately, Mifs Archer Aan ding be- 


tween few]. 


. * ; A 4 % 


Marsl. | 
Vaily ton Molly break fix 8 
Sone forms won't yield to liathern traces.” 
Miſs Fur. And this——— ' * 
2 The bluſhes form'd with ſo much arty? 
Marvel. 
© The eaſy ſwim, the ſtudied ſtart,” 
Miſs Jud. The affeted—— _ 
" Miſs Arch. "Nay, prey; good people! have 2 
lirtle compaſſton! 
[Fhe claps a hand hikes each ha they b to 
4% j with their eyes yoo on the papers; as fhe r removes 
er hands, they each en 
Mar vel. n 
— — wt Clear Nlarcher 1” 
Miſs Juvenile, | 
— — —ö — Miſs Archer! 


B 5 | Marv, 
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Marv. What dy'e think of it, ma'am? . 

Mi arch. What is your motive for reading it 
to me? 

Marv. Molive—motive—why tis fit every body 

ſhould know what's faid of them. That great philoſo- 
pher, Heliogabalus, ſaid the abuſes of his enemies were 
more ſerviceable to him than the praiſes of his friends, 

Miſs Arch. I am quite of that opinion, and wiſh 
therefore, to know whom I have to thank for thi: 
ſervice. 

: Marv, Do von? would you really wiſh to know 
OE TONES IP 

Miſs Arch. Yes, really. | 

Marv. Shall 1 bring him to you 7 

Miſs Arch. Then you know him? 

Marv, Perfectly well, I will not give his name, 
but if you have any curioſity, hz ſhall receive your 
thanks in perſon this evening. 

Miſs Arch, I ſliould like it above all 8 I have 
ſpent a life in hearing flatteries and falſehoods—let 
me for once fee a man who has the courage to ſpeak 
what he thinks. Pardon me for leaving you! ſhall 
expect you and my panegyriſt at ſeven, Exit. 

Miſs Juv. You fee ſhe can't ſtand ii ſhe is finely 
nettled, | 

Marv, Yes, yes, the feels 1.—1 am not ſurpriſe 
at it. 

Miſs Fuv. I Konder dot blockhead wrote it! for, 
between ourſelves, I never read more wreiched ſtuff. 

Marv, Wireiched ſtuff! 

Miſs Juv. Oh, vile! tho' I ere ! 
thought it all wit and poignancy. 

Marv. Why really, Mils Juvenile, I am n ſurpriſed 
that people will give opinions to, raſhly. Miſs, the 
perſon who wrote this little norceuu is remarkable for 
his ſkill in belles. lettre. 

Miſs Tuv. - Belles kttres willi in bell pl EM 
do for ſuch lines as ese aber wight be hammer d 
out of any thing. 

Marv. Very well, wean) very well! I muſt beg 
leave to ſay, that it is not ſo agreeable to hear the 
talents of one's friends ſlighted. 15 
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Carl. Where would you place her to be in ſſety 2 
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Miſs Tuw, Indeed! you are mighty liberal ;—in 
general *tis the moſt agreeable treat a friend can have. 
1 with you wou'd let me know who this friend is, for 
whoſe reputation you are in ſuch pain. 

Marv, What dy'e think of Mr. Carlton ? 

Miſs Fuv, What do I think? ha, ha, ha 
My dear Sir Marvel! . 

Marv. Nay, if you wont believe me, come this 
evening and ſee him here. | 

Miſs Jud. Well, really now, it is ſurpriſing ! —I 
did not think he had poſſeſs'd ſo much ill- nature. 

Mary. Ill nature ! Let me tell you, Miſs Juvenile, 
private ill- nature may be a public good. To make 
people's time paſs happily is very benevolent, and if 
it was not for a little pleaſant thing of this ſort, now 
and then in a morning, people's chocolate would be as 
dull and inſipid as the Ve—Venetian black broth, 

Miſs Ju. Spartan, I fancy you mean. | 

Marv. Spart—gad! that's very true; what a 
ridiculous miſtake !—ha, ha, ha! Thank ye, Miss 
thank ye, Yes, I remember now, the Venetians were 


| thoſe who joined the Macedonians in the war againſt 


_ ;z—hbow could I make ſuch-a miſtake !—ha, ha, 
bet -- 2 


Miſs Tuw. One may as well be quiet—in trying 


to help the poor man out, he gets but the deeper in. 


{afide). Pray, Sir Marvel, order my chair, 
Mary. Yes, ma'am, yes. Venetian - how could 
I make ſuch a miſtake ? [Exeunt, 


SCEN E, Bellair's Lodgings. 
Carlton and Bellair ariſe from a table with glaſſes, &c, 


Carl And ſo you really mean io perſuade the 
innocent thing, that running away with. Harry Bellair 
is the moſt honourable ſtep ſhe can take? 

Bel. Art leaſt the happieſt ;. for does the not love 


me ? What is her fate if the ſtays ? She will be huddled 
in leſs than three days, into a marriage, with.a paſſion 


in her heart, adding bitterneſs to diſguſt and mortifica- 
uon. 
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Bel. I have a friend in town, the gravity of 
w whole character will be a ſhield to hers, I have ne- 
glected him fince I came from Leyden, but Pl go 
and make it up with him this very day, Let chat 
paſs— now to my queſtion ; will you aſſiſt in the enleve- 
ment? ; | 

Carl. If I am not ſummon'd to the adorable 
Archer. If my ſcheme there takes place 

Bel. That's really too abfurd ! If ſhe believes 
you to be the author of that vile abuſe, and invites 
you, it muſt be to poiſon you. 

Carl. IT don't care with what ves it is, if I am 
but invited ;—T ſhall be fure, at leaſt, not to rank with 
the brilliant captains, the Sir Tommys, and Sir 
Neddys, who are receiv'd, court'ſey'd to, and forgot. 

Bel. No, you'll certainly be remember'd. 
Carl. I am convinc'd that a woman who has 
been admired afl over Europe, and returns with an. 
untouch'd heart, is not to be won by flattery, or 
by ſtooping to her power. Tis pride ſecures her, and 
her pride muſt be taken down, before Love can find a 
vainerable place for his darts. . 

Bol. That wilt do for a figure 

Carl. Aye, and for a . too ;—l ſhall govern 

myſelf by it, however. | 

Enter a Servant to Bellair, 
Serv. The perſon you fent for, Sir, is in the 
: parlour. : | 
Bel. I'll attend him—excuſe me half a moment. 
| [ Exit. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir Marvel Mufhroom enquires for you, Sir, 
he has been at your lodgings, and was directed hither. 
Carl. Admit him! admit him! [he enters] My 
dear Sir Marvel, what news from the lady)? 

- Maro, Oh, I found her as inflammable as one of 
Montgoffier's balloons. The whole town had been with 
her—tlte whole town is mad about my fatire!l _ 
Carl. Then tis in vain for me to hope for the 
| credit of being its author 
do lend fo much reputation, for half an hour. 


». 


it is not in mortal wight _ 
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df Marv. Oh, but you are miſtaken—T difclain'd t— 
e- diſclaim'd all the glory —and ſhe defires this evening to 
70 ſee the incomparable author.-So you will, Pyramus 
at like, drive, for one day, the chariot of the Sun. 
e- Carl. Shall I ?—will ſhe ſee me? „ 
Marv, She pants for an interview : the beauteous 
le Helen was not more defirons of receiving Leander, 
when he ſwam every night acroſs the Mediterranean. 
7es I have promiſed to carry you this evening. But be ſure 
tes you don't give me as the poet, till I give the word, 
Carl, Nothing can be farther from my defign— 
am Vou ſhall gather your laurels when you pleaſe. I prize 
ith this mode of introduction fo highly, that I know not 
Sir how to return the favour. | 
OL. Marv. Ob, Lord, nothing can be ſo eaſy. I hear 
you have a pretty poetical quill, and that you ſome- 
has times write Latin verſes ;—publith a volume, and call 
an. it mine. | | 7 
or Carl. I'll conſider it. | | 
and Mary. You may throw in a touch of Greek, too, 
id a I ſhould learn Greek, for the pleaſure of reading Ovid, 


but their d—d crooked characters are fo alike, that one 


may as well attempt to learn Spanith, of Dutch mack- 
ern erel. 


Carl. My dear friend, I am too impatient to give 


the time I ought to your erudition; l had rather hold 

a convention with my taylor and valet than with Ovid 

the and Horace ; and had rather this night be as well dreft 

a: Count Grammont, than as well read as Doctor Fohnſon, 

3 [ Exit, 
xit. 


Enter Bellair and à Stranger. 


Marv, Hah, my dear Mr. Bellair! Will you ex- 
cuſe me; 1 can't ſtay I came to call on Mr. Carlton. 
| bave done his bufineſs for him He's going to viſit the 
lady, and he ſwears he'll be as well dreſt as Doctor 
Johnſon. [Exit 

Bel. Then, Sir, you know your buſineſs. You 
are to go to Mr. Feelove's, and tell him But ſtay, 
can you on oceaſion? Hh 

Strang, „yes Sir, I don't doubt but I can 
ſqueeze a tear, vpon a pinch. 5 | 


[ 
E 


| Bel. | 5 
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Bel. Well, ſqueeze as many as you can; and tell 
him that your wife is in extremity at Hampſtead, and 
deſires his immediate aſlittance, 

Strang. My wife !—then I'd better not cry, Sir; 
it won't ſeem ſo natural. | 

Bel. Ha, ha! Well, manage that as you will — 
Here is ſomething for your ingeauity—Be ſure, at all 
events you ſee the Doctor into his chariot, and give him 
a direction to ſome houſe in Hampſtead. 

Strang, Never fear me I humbly thank ye, 
Sir. | | [Extt, 

Bel. So! having made a clear road for the Doctor, 
I can fearleſly purſue my own. My ſweet Arabella! 
in ten minutes Þ ll be at thy feet. [ Exit, 


SCENE changes to Feelove's. 
[Evergreen afleep- on a ſopha, Arabella 42 at 


work, on a chair, After looking on him, ſte riſes.] 


Arab. Oh, how different it ſeems when Mr. Bellair 
is on that ſopha! I could fit and look at him for ever. 
If he was afleep, I'd take ſuch care that nothing ſhould 
diſturb him ;—but I don't look at him with any plea- 
ture—] don't care whether he wakes or no. 

Everg. [beginning to wake.] Never fear, Doctor, 
ſhe'll be—{yawning|—ſhe'll be a very good girl. 

Arab, To be ſure I muſt try to be good; but ! 
ſhall never be happy, though ! [penſevely] 

Eperg. Mind what I ſay, my pretty Bell— The 
young fellows—the young fellows are all rogues, vil- 
lains, and heydey ! where's the Doctor? 

Arab. He's gone to Hampſtead, 

Everg. Hampſtead | Why, how long have I been 
aſleep? Bleſs me! [hooking at his watch] *Tis fit 


o' clock. Il muſt go——A'n't you ſorry, my pretty 


Bell ? 
Arab, No. 
Everg. Not ſorry ! 


% *% 


Arab. Why muſt I be ſorry ? 


* 


. 


Everg. Becauſe I am going to leave you, When 


you are my wife you mult be ſorry always in my 
abſence, and glad in my preſence, OI 
. | 5 rab, 


* 
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Arab, Why muſt I be glad ? / 

Leg: Why |—why becauſe I am with you, to 
talk to you, and to warn you againſt the enſnaring de- 
vices of young men, who, like ſpiders, ſpread their 
cobwebs every where to catch ſuch filly flies as you, 

Arab. Dear me, how can you think ſo? Spiders 
are frighiful creatures, but young men are not frightful, 
When my uncle took me out in his chariot, they looked 
at me ſo kindly? If I had been their filter, they could 


not have ſeemed to like me better, 


Everg. No, they would not then have liked you ſo 
well. But you are very ignorant, Bell ; very ignorant, 
indeed ! However, you have time enough to improve, 
When you are Lady Penmanmaure, you'll be quite a 
different thing. Good by'e, pretty Bell ! you ſhall ſee 
me again to night. | Exit. 

Arab. I don't care whether I ever ſee you again or 
not. It's very odd now—every time | ſee him, I like 
him worſe and worſe; and every time I ſee Mr. Bellair 
I like him better and better. [Enter Servant] Thomas, 
if Mr. Bellair ſhould come, don't ſay my uncle is out, 
then perhaps he'll go away, and won't come up. 

homas, He is here now, Miſs. He ſeem'd very 


ſorry that my maſter was abſent ; but ſaid he'd wait to 


have ſome of your ſal volatile, when his Lordſhip was 
gone—and he ſent me now to aſk if you'd admit him, 

Arab. Oh, yes, yes !—— How glad I am wy Lord 
is gone. Dear me, now, I am all ina flutter | What 
can make me tremble ſo ? 


Enter Bellair, leaning on a Servant. 
Bel. Gently! gently ! Support me to the ſopha.— 


drops, ſweet young lady! - „ | 
Arab, Here they are, Sir ;—l hope they'll do. you 

good. K | a ; 2 

Bel. Do you hope ſo !] I Holding bath her bands. ]— 


Do you ⁊uiſb me to recover? 


Arab. There is nothing in the world J wiſh for 


ſo much. 


Tel. Who knows but it may be in your power ? 
| Arab, 


[Exit Servant.] - Your. 
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Arab. Oh, dear Sir, you can't recover. My uncle 
ſays—and you know he is a great Doctor that you 
muſt dye. 


Bel. [Hill bolding her Bands.] And can you bear 
to ſee me dye ? 


Arab. No, I ſhan't ſee you die; and J hope I never 


thall hear of it. But I ſhall know it ; for I ſhall then 
fee you no more. [mournfully ] 

Bel. Oh! fin extacy }] 

Arab. I am ſorry you are in fuch pain—you ſee 


how bad you are; you'll herdiy be able to come any 


| more—But 1 have ſomething to comfort me. 
Bel. What !—What ! [alarmed.] 
Arab. I have your piQture—l drew it myſelf 


Nobody would know it to be you but me ;—but I can 


make out all your face. 

Bel.” Oh, God of. Love! thou canſt have no bap- 
pineſs in ſtore for me after this! 

Arab, Oh, don't fear, Sir {—you will be very 
happy. 
| Bel. Yes !—yes, moſt adorable! I ſhall indeed 
be happy, for thou haſt pronounced it. See at your 
feet the moſt faithful and paſſionate of lovers. You 
have been deceived in me; J am not dying except 1 
Th _ through exceſs of bliſs. [kiffeng ber band, N 


ES. Gracious ! 

Bel. It will take too long to e now, how firfe 
I faw, how firſt I loved you. | 

Arab. What do you love me? | 

. Bel. More than my lite ! and I come to on you 
from miſery. You are on the brink of marriage with 
a man you muſt hate. 
Arab. How can you fave me from that? 

Bel. By martyivg you myfefft. 

Arab. What may you marry me? 
Bel. Ves, ſweet innocence! 

Arab. I thought I could OT nobody but that 
old Lord? 

Bel. No, you ſhall never marry him, unleſs you 
chooſe it, | | 

Arab, 
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Arab. Chooſe it ! 


le Bel. There is but one way to prevent it ;—you 
ou mult leave your uncle's houſe, put yourſelf under my 
_ protection, and then become the miſtreſs of my fate, 
ear Arab. And when muſt I do this? 
Bel. To-night. 
Ver Arab. Goodneſs! and is it really in my power not 
hen to marry him, and to marry you? and will it be my 
duty to love you, and to fit by you, and to watch your 
ſumbers ? 
ſee Bel. Oh, my angel! whilſt it continues to be your 
any choice, never think about the duty, Will you be ready 
to go with me to-night, > | 
Arab, Go with you ! Yes, indeed But where? 
p_ Bel. I am now going to prevail on a friend of mine 
can to honour his houſe, by making it your aſylum till you 
remove to your own. [I will be in the ſtreet at ten; a 
bap- dark lanthorn ſhall be my fignal—The moment you 


perceive it, leave the roof under which your ruin has 
very | been plann'd. | . 
Arab, I will, indeed. 
Bel. Let nothing Kop you. 


2 2 als vr a a * a Fe as away Fa 


SOD No- noten une was Wot GYS w 
iacn, 
Bel. One kiſs from each dear hand—tis all I will 
alk till you are my own. Adieu! Remember ten. 
[Extt, 
Arab, Can it be all true? Mr, Bellair not dying, 
and loves me, and I to be his wife! It is—it is! theſe 
dear marks on my hands are real—{kiſing them.] Oh, 
bappy, happy, Arabella ! Exit. 


8 CE N E, Evergreen's. 
Enter Evergreen, and David. 


David. Sir, a ſhentleman is without, and has 
Creat occaſtons to ſpeak to you. | 
Everg. Did I not fay=—— [angrily] | 
David. Cot a mercy! I tolt him you fait ſo; 


and he fait you would ſee him—He is your cotſon from 
Leyton, | 
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Everg, Godſon! What, Harry Bellair? Hah! 
n through the wing.) it is him, ſure enough.— 

arry! come in, Harry! [Enter Bellair.] Why, you 
rogue you, how long have you been return'd from 
Leyden? and how can you have the impudence to be 
grown thus tall and big? Hark ye! take care you 
forget that I was a greybeard at your chriſtening, you 
young dog you | 

Bel. At leaſt I ſhall not be ſo malicious as to re- 
member it on your wedding-day, which I am told is 
very near. [ ſmiling. ] | 

Everg. Hah! have you heard that? The devil's 
in this town for goſſiping. Formerly a man could do 
a ſnug thing in London, and the buſineſs as little 
known as though it were tranſacted on Penmanmaure 
But now one's moſt private concerns are as public 
as the ſecrets of a prime miniſter. 

Bel. Why ſhould ſo ſplendid an event as your 
marriage 

Ewerg. None of your jeers! What, I ſuppoſe, 
you expect to be introduced to my bride—l ſhan't do 
. 1 haw'r do it, godſon—There's your anſwer. 

Bel. Then I ſhall be kinder than you; for [Ii 
introduce you to mine—Nay, before ſhe is my bride; 
I'll intruſt her to your care in all her virgin charms. 

 Everg. No great compliment in that, perhaps, 
But are you going to be married then ? ; 

Bel. I hope ſo ; but, to confeſs—it is a kind of 1 
run-away buſineſs. I am this very night to carry of 
the lady, and I come now to ſolicit your permiſſion t 
bring her here. . . 

Ewverg. With all my heart—with all my heart, 
* Rut who is ſhe ?—what is ſhe ?—whence 1 

e? | 

Bel. She is a blooming girl, on the point of being 
decoy'd into marriage with a man old enough to be 
ber grandfather, and dotard enough to believe that 
the enchanted circle of a wedding ring will conjure |! 
her a blindneſs to his defects, and a paſſion for hi 
wrinkles. | | | 
- Everg. Hay ! [dryly] Why there are ſome prudent 

5 s | gil 


. 
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Hah ! girls, Mr, Bellair, who have no objection to a huſband 


gh.— a little on the down hill of life. 

y, you Bel. Oh, I beg your pardon! 1 am ſure I did not 
| from mean to inſinuate that—that— What is he going to 
e to be marry a prudent girl? [afide.] | 

re you Everg. Well but—yad, 'tis laughable too. Ha, 


g; you ha! How old is the little tit? | 

| Bel, Of that delightful age which women term 
to re- childiſh, and which girls think womaniſh ;—ſhe is the 
told is niece of an eminent phyſician ; and the man, to whom 
ke is going to marry her, is a ſuperannuated peer. 


devil's Ewerg. [afide.] Hell and devils ! But ſtay—there 
ould do are more old fools than I. — The name, Sir ;—the 
is little Doctor's name? 

inmaure Bel. Feelove ;—and his lovely niece is Arabella 


s public Melville. ¶ Evergreen ſtrides about, whiſtling.] 
Everg, I have a red hot iron in my liver, [Afide, 

as your Bel, Why do you whiſtle, Sir ? | 
Everg. Oh, nothing, nothing, Tis a droll ſtory 

ſuppoſe, you tell me—that's all. And pray how did you get 


han't do WF acquainted with the young woman? 

wer. Bel. I ſaw her with her uncle in Hyde-Park—was 
for I truck with the air of innocence, and enquiry that 
yy bride ; Wi diſtinguiſhed her—followed the carrlage—learnt that 
:harms. WF. ſhe was juſt brought from Cornwall, to be married to 
perhaps. Bi a gouty Lord—introduced myſelf as a patient—robb'd 


the niece of her heart, and let the uncle rob me of 


kind of 1 ny guineas. 
carry o Everg. Well done, uncle Toby !—wiſe uncle Toby! 


miſſion , Cad, there's ſomething very odd in all this! And you 


are going to carry her off to-night ? 


my beat, Bet. Certainly. | 
hence u Ewverg. And you wiſh to bring her here? 
Bel. Ardently. | 
t of being ] Everg, Well, I ſhall take it d—d ill, if you carry 
zugh to be her any where elſe. | 


lieve that 
conjure in 
jon for bi 


Bel. There is not another houſe in London I would 
truſt her in. | | 


Everg. Bring her! bring her away! . I'll take as 


| much care of the little rogue, as though it was my own 
ne prudent affair. | 


gi Bel. How ſhall I thank—— | 
Everg, 
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 Ewerg, Oh, you'll know what thanks to pay me ia 
a day or two. - Go, my dear Harry! 
Bel. Your eagerneſs charms me. [ Going, 
Everg, Go—go—go ! [puſbing bim out,]—Ha, ha, 
ha! —Oh! oh! oh! I could ery heartily on one fide, 
but the other won't let me for laughing, Now, which 
ſhall I do? Oh, a ſly gypſey 1 Oh, a d—d old fool 
of a Doctor! That he ſhou!d bring her a gallant !=that 
the ſhould conſent to run off with him |[—and that he 
ſhould humbly ſolicit to put her under my wing ! ! l 
Well, it ſhall all work together for good. Initead of 
the Lerd, may I be Goat of Penmanmoure, if this 
ſhav't be a means of ſqueering me another five thouſand 
out of Feelove. I have it working here — tis working 
here. David! David!  [Exit, calling bis mau. 
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4er w. 


(Miſs Archer diſcovered with a Harp, on which ſhe 


firikes @ few notes, A rapping is heard==ſbe riſes 
with precipitation. 


Miſs Archer. 


My ſweet harp, I muff abandon thee ! That rap 
announces ny ſatyriſt. Ha, ha! now I really wonder, 
though I wiſh to ſee him, how he can look me in the 
face: — he muſt be nioſt ridiculouſly confuſed - trying 
at fifty auk ward apologies. Ou, it is Miſs juvenile 
inpatient, I ſuppoſe, to ſee 7? „ 

Enter Miſs Juvenile, ſpeaking eagerly, 


Miſs Fav, Blefs me, is he gone! I run away the 
moment we roſe from table, I wonld not have miſs'd 
him for the world. Who would have expected him to 
be gone ſo ſoon? Not eight yet. [Looking at her watch. 

Miſs Archer. Who, indeed ? But people's fears, 
when they dread great misfortunes; ate'generatty un- 
ruly, Why, my dear Ma'am, you'll be happy ye. 
The charming man who lafh'd me has nv? been here. 

' Miſs Juv. Oh, that's lucky ! I do want much to 
ſee what ſort of a man he is, She ffan't know that I 
could tell her. [Alide. 

Miſs Archer. Oh, I can draw his picture, I am 


ſure, exactly. A great fat man, in a black coat, with 


twinkling eyes, and a prodigious length of profile he 
makes amazing low! bows—ſits down, with his hat 
reſting on his knees ; and after wiping his face, ſtuffs 
1 and white pocket handkerchief in the crown 
of it. . 

Enter Serwant. 


Serv. Sir Marvel Muſhroom, and another Gen- 
lleman,, [Exir. 
They 
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They enter —— Carlton ſpeaking without. 
Carl, Ha, ha, ha! my dear Sir Marvel, that was 
in the very firſt ſtyle. Do you know—Ladies, your 
moſt obedient ! [pafing them with a ſliding bow]—Do 
you know the very thing happened to me at Padua! 
Miſs Archer, I am happy to wait on you. — We were 
all in the Marchezza's box that night, when her huſ- 
band came from Paris—ſhe is extremely handſome ; he 
toute au contrarie ] but, notwithitanding=—— 
Marv. Bleſs me, can't you tell your ftory after- 


wards ? Let me introduce you to Miſs Archer, This, 


Madam, is the gentleman who had the honour to day 
to entertain the town with—with that little 
Carl. Oh, a mere trifle, not worth mentioning, 
Sir Marvel. Miſs Archer, I hear you have been a 
traveller; and that, when in Italy, they perſuaded you 
to viſit ſome of the Levant Iſlands. I wonder, when fo 
far, your taſte did not carry yon to Greece! You can 
conceive nothing fo charming as the Grecian women 
— nothing ſo intereſting as their ſtyle of living you 
would have found all Arcadia realiz'd. 
| Miſs Archer. Greece and Arcadia !—are theſe his 
| apologies !—his aukward embarraſſments! [ Afede, 
Carl. I endeavoured to perſuade a fair Greek, 
' that the fate of my countrywomen was happier than 
theirs, -** Oh, it is impoſlible,” ſaid ſhe ; ** their 
liberty makes them capricious, and their power over 
the men aſſuming ; they grow old in planning new con- 
ueſts, and, alive onfy to the pleaſure of admiration, 
feldom taſte the exquiſite bliſs of true paſſion.“ I felt 
the force of her obſervation, and could not help con- 
feſſing that it was poſſible for a handſome Engliſh 
woman to border on the ridiculous. 5 
Miſs Juv. (Aſide] So that's tolerably home. 
Miſs Archer. [Afide) 1 am petrified ! he talks 
with as much ſelf - poſſeſſion as he would to a maiden 
aunt—no bearing this ! 5 3 
Miſs Juv, So you will not know me, Mr. Carlton? 
Carl. Miſs Juvenile I— tis no wonder I did not 
immediately recollect you in that dreſs, when I left 
ou in a white frock. I ſaw your brother well at 
ienna, You play, Miſs Archer, Tam charm'd that 
you 
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you prefer the harp—tis ſo graceful for the lady—ſo 
advantageous for the voice. | 

Marv. [In a pet! Why tis downright jingle 
a wooden Cymbal. is a better thing ! I thought to have 
heard nothing but what concern'd my ver I mean 
your verſes ; and here you have whiſk'd us to Padua, 
then to Greece, then we had a ſwing to Vienna in 
Turkey, and now we muſt have a Canterbury tale 
about the merits of the Welſh harp. Why, I tell you, 
Miſs Archer, this is the gentleman. 

Miſs Fuv. Yes, Miſs Archer, his is the gentleman ! 
who travelled all over Europe, to qualify himſelf to 
write an epigram on you; [ think he might have 
managed the matter without going ſo far for his writ. 
Marv. If he got his wit far off, you muſt. allow 
it touches home. | 

Miſs Juw. Yes ;—T allow it is homely wit. 

Miſs Archer, Heavens ! how could this man! 
ſafide] Miſs Juvenile means to be ſevere upon you, Sir, 
but don't be diſheartened. When you have done with 
me, you'll find a number of innocent, unprotected ' 
characters, who at no other expence than a private 
3 may be ſecurely offered up victiias to your 
muſe. | 
Carl. Oh, Madam, I diſclaim all conneQion with 
the muſes—nothing inſpires me but the ſubjeQ. - 

Miſs Juv. You were happy in the choice of a ſub- 


paper about you, Sir Marvel ? | 
Marv. Yes, to be ſure—here it is. | | 
[Offering it to Miſs Juvenile. 
Carl. Pardon me ! 1 am not yet fo harden'd a 
writer, as to ſtand the reading of my own works, 
[Snatches the paper with anger and puts it in his pocket. 
Miſs Archer. [Afide] Now, would I give the 
world to know, if that is in compaſſion to his own 
feelings, or to mine. - | | 
Miſs Fuv. Bleſs me, Sir! not hear your own works! 
Y, it is what every body does, and read em too. 
Mary. Aye, to be ſure—the ladies carry theirs 
about in their netting caſes, and the men in their 
to0th-pick caſes. 


< Miſs 


jet to day; was he not, my dear? Have you the 
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/, Ju. Yes, indeed; —we learn thoſe kind of 

works now, like every other, at boarding ſchool, I, 
myſelt, have written five odes, ſeven epigrams, and an 

elegy on an old turkey cock. Come, read, Mr. Carl- 

ton—yov'll give your ſatire new points. 

Carl. Theſe wretches will force me to ſpoil my 

plan, by. their cruelty to the lovely ſufferer. [Ade, 

Miſs Archer, Nay 1 be permitted to aſk, how 1 
came to have the honour of your poetical notice ?— 
Did I ever offend you ? i 

Carl. Never, Madam! with reſpect to me, you 
have been perfectly harmleſs. | 

Miſs Archer. Would J had not | for the firſt time 
in my life I wvi/> to do miſchief, Aide. 

Carl. I never had the honour of your acqunint- 
ance ; and have ſeen you but ſeldom in public ; but 
laſt ſpring Ioparticularly remember, at the Pantheon. 

Miſs Archer, That's well ! particularly . 

5 „ 

Carl. It was impoſſible to forget it — you had in 
your party ſo lovely a girl! Bright blue eyes, flaxen 
treſſes, elegant ſhape, modeſt | 

Miſs Archer. \Impatiently] What has all this to 
do with your ſatire on me, Sir? Why have you taken 
pains to repreſent me to the world in ſo odious a light? 

Carl. Faith, Madam, one does many things with- 
out reflection. I happened to be in the humour to 
write—Your name occurred The thing was done— 
My friends liked it— They would have it appear. VI! 
give you leave to abuſe me with fifty times the wit. 

Marv. Fifty times as much wit! gad! I don't 
know where ſhe'd find it. 

Miſs Archer, Then you do not think me, Sir, fo 
very I underſtand you do not think me ſo extremely 
odious and frightful ! | In great confuſion, 

Carl. Oh, that ſubmiſſive look-! ſuch- another 
will bring me at her feet, and then I am undone. [Afde. 

| Miſs Juv. Do you hear, Mr. Carlton? is the lady 
ſo very odious, and frighttul ? - 

Carl. Frightful! Oh, no, Madam. The lady 
is very Wwell—I wiſh I had abated a. point or two in 
wy epigram. She is tolerably fair, not a hs + bad 
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a moſt bewitching 


creature, A ſide. 


Miſs Arch. Bleſs me, Sir, do you think I can ſtand 


here to be analyzed in this manner ? Pardon me, if 
] fay you ſcarcely keep within the line of good 
manners. 1 did not expet—not that I care—] 
would not have you think that—that I can bear 
it no longer. [ Burſts into tears, and exits, 

Carl. Oh, thoſe tears! that I could catch them, 
and bury them in my heart! [ Aſide, looking after her. 

Miſs fuv. Ha, ha, ha !-—well, ſhe's finely morti- 
fied, My dear Mr. Carlton, I have the moſt extreme 
favour to beg of you. | 

Carl. Madam. [ Bowing. 

Miſs Fuw. You have intereſt with the news-papers 
—| bave ſome very elegant, ſpirited things, and ſhall 
be prodigiouſly obliged, if you'll get *em in for me. 

Curl. My dear Ma' am, I really ——— - 

Miſs FTuw. Nay, I will not be denied. 

Mary. No, no,—don't deny the lady. 

Miſs Tuv. A word! [Takes him aſide.] I have one 
thing that would cut Sir Marvel to ſhivers.—If you 
will but get that one thing publiſhed. [Moud. 


Marv, Yes, yes, get that one thing publiſhed, by 


all means. 

Carl. To oblige you, Sir Marvel. 

Miſs Fuv. Oh, charming ll bring it to you 
myſelf to-morrow. Now I'll go to Miſs Archer, and 
e you are going home to compoſe another ſatire 
on her. 

Carl. Go, thou thing ! and praſecute my heart's 
deareſt intereſts, whilſt you believe yourſelf only gra- 
tifying your girliſh ſpite ! | „ 


Mary. In the midſt of all Miſs Archer's anger, 


ſhe does not pretend to deſpiſe the verſes. 
Carl. Deſpiſe them! I deſign to make her ac- 
knowlege that they are the happieſt verſes that ever 


WO written you have really very extraordinary 
talents. | 


Marv. Talents I—aye, but every body thinks he 


bas talents now-a-days l as Hamer ſays in the Rape 
of the Lock. | | _ 
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To wit each blockhead makes pretence; 
Give me a little common ſenſe, . 
Carl. Amen, Sir Marvel! (Exit. 


Enter Evergreen and David, 

Everg. Mighty pretty! mighty pretty! I can 
never come in to my houſe, but I am joſtled by two 
or three young fellows going out of it. Hark ye, Sir! 
In future when any body, male or female, aſks for 
Miſs Archer, ſay ſhe's not at home. If I can't get her 
out of the houſe, ſhe ſhall ſee nobody in it that will 
ſurely do in the long run. She may live without a 
huſband, but to live without goſſipping, without flat- 
terers, without all the he and ſbe family of nonſence, 
that I take to be impoſſible, D'ye mind me ? 

David. Yes ſure I tc, Sir. 

Everg. Well then, mind me again, Mr. Bellair 
will bring a lady here preſently tell him I am out— 
ſent for by the Welch Committee, about the new 
linen manufaQory ;—but ſay I left ſtri& orders with 
the houſekeeper to take care of the lady. 

David. Yes, I ſhall, Sir. Exit. 

Everg. Aye, aye— they are together by this time, 
driving to me, their only friend and guardian! ha, 
ha, ha! I ſaw the dog watching the door, and I ſaw 
him hold up a lantern——that was the ſignal, I ſup- 
poſe, ha, ha, ha Preity creatures! Oh, I have then 
faſl—they have made a nooſe for their own necks. Of 
an un-fortunate man, 1 am ſurely the moſt fortunate 
that ever TL 


Bellair, ſpeaking at the Door, 
At the committee, do you fay ? 


[Evergreen runs off without ſpeaking. ] 
Bellair enters, leading Arabella, 


Bel. My deareſt angel, 'tis unfortunate ; but ycu 
are now in the houſe of Mr. Evergreen, and bis pro- 
tection will be of the moſt concluſive ſort, with reſpeR 
to your reputation ; and your reputation is now mine. 
Why do you ſigh ? 3 1 

Arab. I don't know but I am afraid they'll take 
me from you again, 1 5 


Bel, 


——— . p «˙² ...] ẽ%! m ; ETA 9 E 
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Bel, Never ; I ſwear by every thing ſacred, that 
P1l-bold you to me as I would my life. I'll go direct- 
ly down to the houſe to bring home my friend; I can- 
not bear that you ſhould be in this unguarded ſtate, 
and for many reaſons I ought not to remain with you. 

Arab. Not remain with me! why are we not to be 
married? | | 

Bel. Doubtleſs land then we ſhall be inſeparable ; 
but cuſtom ſays we muſt not be ſo till we ate mar- 
ried. | 3 £2 

Arab. Why, how will cuſtom know any thing 
about us ? . 


Bel. Oh, there are a thouſand eyes upon us. Of 


what a nature is innocence / it invites its ruin, and the 
more pure it is, the nearer to deſtruction. Aide. 
Arab. Well, if you muſt leave me, make haſte to 
return. How ſhall 1 amuſe myſelf in your abſence? 
Oh, here are ſome paintings. I love paintings dearly 
I can look at them and make out whole converſati- 
ons, between unhappy girls, and their crofs uncles, 
and fathers. i 
Bel. But look now, my angel, for another ſubject 
—ſearch for the portrait of a lover; fancy him tellin 


the beauty he adores, that his whole life is devoted to 


her felicity; fancy thot I am that lover, and your- 
ſelf the charming girl. Aiſing her hand] Heaven 
guard thee ! 5 i 

Arab. The Happy girl, he ſhould have ſaid. Oh, I 


mall find no portrait here ſo charming as he is. 
I 

[4s ſbe is looking at the paintings, Evergreen enters, 
and flands in = way ; he turns, and ſeeing bim, 
forieks,] | HE 
weng. How now, young woman! why ſo fright- 
ened? a 7111 ind 
Arab. Oh dear l oh der?! 
Everg. How came you here, chile hey? 


ti, + 


Arab. How-—Ohb goodneſs l how came you here? 
Everg. Oh, I am intimate here I make as free as 


though [ were at home. | RL 

Arab, Indeed b, he'll go and tell my uncle 
where to find me. What ſhall Ido? [Afde. 
44 a n 


Everg. 


| 
| 
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Everg. Oh, Bell! Bell! have 1 not always told 

you to beware of young men? have I not tcld you 4 
that they are all made up of deceit and lies ? | o 

Arab. Yes, you have told me fo, but I don't be- t 
lieve you. And you told me that I was made an bu 
purpoſe to be your wife, and that I don't believe at 
neither. | oh 

Everg. Indeed !-why, who then are you made for? 
Arab. Somebody. 

Everg. Ves, but not for the body you think of, 
my / pretty Bell. Oh, you little gooſe you! why this 
was a ſcheme plan'd between Bellair and me. This i; 
my houſe; and he has bropght you here, 40 deliver 
you ſolely. into my power. 

Arab. Oh, what a ſtory! bow can you ſay ſuch 
falſe things? he'd die before he'd put me in you 


place you. I know af the ſignal of the dark lantern, 
and every particular about ye Now what do you 


_- 


think of yeaung men? 8 OM. | 
n Think ! oh merciful !. I could not have be- 
liey:djthat\yn all the world there had been ſuch — 
i fEverg. Aye, now, are they not deceitful monſters? 
and Bellair in particular, ishe,not—tell me? [ ſnatching 
her hand] is he nat the worſt of men? a moſt cruel 
villain ? | | | 
Arub. What for putting me in your power ? 
' 'Ewerg.. No, no, na, -I mean for— Gad ſhe had 
mie | 
pte Ves, it is very cruel indeed. I think now! | 
comd hate him. Oh, I wiſh he would come, that! pi 
might tell him how I hate hin 
Exerg. Axe, but he won't come or, if he does, 
it will be, to no purpoſe,; he thall-neyer ſee you more, the 
my prey Bell, gill zou are my wife. 8 
Ara f I was ſure it would make him. miſerable, the 


1 gap almofi ezermine to be. your wife—and yet li ze 
would rather n N | 1 | 
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Everg. Oh, you ungrateful baggage! ſo much love 
ſo much tendernefs as) have thrown away upon you! 

Arab. It's very trange! I would help it if I could, 
but indeed I cannot. He who has been ſo cruel, I 
cannot hate; and you, who have been fo kind J can- 
not love. Fa 

Everg. T am much obliged ye, Ma'am; for your 
confidence. 5 = 

Arab. Why ſhould I deceive you ?-=you think 
Mr. Bellair very wicked in deceiving me, and pretend- 
ing to love me, when he did not. Iwill not pretend 
to love you; if I did, yon ought to think me a very 
wicked girl. | | i 
Everg. So, fo, fo. Well, Ma'am, with regard to 
the matter of love, we'll ſettle that hereafter per- 
haps we are more even there than you think for—but, 
at preſent, I have other buſineſs in hand, Here, Mrs. 
Jones, [Enter Houſekeeper] take care of this young la- 
dy; - tempt her to eat if you can, and if you cannot, 
put her to bed ſupperleſs. 

Arab, Muſt 1 go to bed without ſeeing Mr. Bel- 
lair, to reproach him. | 

Everg. Jil reproach, when the time comes, never 
fear; but he ſhar't enter theſe doors to night. Go, 
Mrs. Jones—go! [ Eæxeunt.] Now will I ro my Doctor; 


dy this time he is apprized of his loſs; and I'll ſee him 
poifon'd before I'll tell him where ſhe is. Oh, Doc- 


[Exit awith an air of enjoyment. * 


tor! Doctor! 


Enter Miſs Archer, leading Arabella. 8 
Miſs Arch, Go down, Mrs. Jones, Fl comfort the 


young lady. My fweet girl, who are ye? what is 
the occaſion of this extreme diſtreſs. 


Arab, Oh, Ma'am, you ſeem good-natured, and 
PI tell ye. Mr. Bellair has betray'd me, and Lord 
Penmanmaur is determined to marry me, 

Miſs Arch. Who are theſe people? -I never heard 
their names, 


Arab. Dear !==why this muſt be a very large houſe 


then, for Lord Penmanmaur lives in it; and Mr. 
Bellair I run away with, to marry—but I don't know 
where-he lives, 7 | 


Miſ 
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Mifs Arch. Heavens! run away with a man to 
marry him, and not know where he lives !. why, my 
dear, he may be a deceiver. | 

Arab. Yes, ſo he is, a very great deceiver ; for 
he brought me here to Lord Penmanmaur, and call'd 
him Mr. Evergreen ;—and now he won't marry me 
himſelf, and wants to force me to marry the old Lord. 

|  TWeeping, 

Mifs Arch. Lord Penmanmaur, and call'd him 
Evergreen ! I don't know what to underſtand. But 
come, my love, you ſhall go with me to my dreſſing 
room, and we'll talk it over If you want an ad- 
viſer, you ſhall find a ſincere one in me. Her heart 
has an attachment, and it ſeems an unfortunate one 
I know ioo well, now, how to pity her. [Excunt, 


SCENE changes to Feelove's. 


Ile enters in great agitation, 
Feelove, ſpeaking to a Servant without. 


Gone ! gone! gone off { I can't believe it— tis im- 
poſſible, She knows noboby—{peaks to nobody. In 
all this vaſt town there cannot be a houſe open to her, 
And here have I been ſent on a fool's errand to Hamp- 
ſtead, where every body is in health—not a ſoul fick 
from the top of the Heath, to Mother Red Caps. But 


wu 


e can't be gone off! 


Enter Evergreen. 


Everg. Aye, here's a fine pill for ye, Doctor 
here's a bitter potion! Whilſt you have been running 
after an old woman's ſciatica at Hampſtead, your 
niece has been running away with a young man. 

Feelove. What are we to do? Why do we ſtand 
here? Why don't we go in ſearch of her? 

: [Running about, 

Everg. Search of her!—where ? where are we to 


go? And if we find her, what then? who d'ye 


thiak is to take your tarniſh'd plate cff your hands? 
We, indeed ! *lis all your affair, now Doctor; I waſh 
wy hands on't entirely, . 

| Feelove. 
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Feelzve. What do you mean? Why, is ſhe not 
contracted to you? 

Ererg. Contrafted to me—yes, in a ſtate of un- 
blemiſhed reputation. 

Feelog e. Her reputation is yet unblemiſhed, Sir. 

Everg. Yes, but it won't be ſo to-morrow morn- 
ing—the firſt ſun beams will ſee the flies upon it, and 
by noon it will be ſtale - ſtale, Doctor! 

Feelove. Come, come, Sir! this is going too far; 
ou are too violent in your conjeQures z—after all 
it may be but a girl's frolic —ſtray'd to ſome toy- 
ſhop, or confeQtoner's, perhaps. | 

Everg. Toyſhop! or confeQioner's! [contempru- 
ouſly] What, then, you have not found out, all this 
time, that ſhe is really run off with a young fellow, 
and who her gallant is! whu! have Ithat news to tell 
you? come, Doctor, prepare for a ſurprize—!ooſen 
your neckcloth, take off your wig, ſlacken all your li- 
gatures, and fit down for a fit. 

Feelowe. ¶ Angrily.] Slacken your wit, Sir! you are 
ioo Jocoſe on the ſubjeR of a young lady's reputation. 

Everg. Young lady's reputation! there are more 
reputations than her's at ſtake, I promiſe ye; the re- 
putation of a wiſe man—1 Doctor's reputation, will 
become the tennis bal! of all the wits in town in a few 
hours. Oh, DoQor, DoQor! where did you take up 
your diploma for diſcretion ? | 

Feelove. Sir! there is no bearing 

Everg. Yes, but there is—Hark ye! I ſhall make 
ye, in one minute, as mute as the buſt of old Galen in 
your ſtudy, This great, impudent, roaring, de- 
bauch'd fellow, who has carried off your niece with- 
out let or hindrance, is the poor puling patient, who 
was brought to your houſe every day for the benefit of 
the park air ; and whom you have pronounced to be 
beyond the ſkill of all the phyſicians in Europe, to keep 
out of a winding ſheet. Now, Doctor, you find 
there are more reputations than your niece's at ſtake. 

' Feelowve! A malicious invention of your owr— 
ſheer malice ! That poor young gentleman is in a 


ſtate, and I will prove it, to make it impoſſible for him 
to recover, The morbid matter (/peaking wery.eaperly ) 
| hourly 
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hourly increaſes ; the viſcera do not perform their 
funQions—ſecretion is deftroyed—the thorax inflam- 
ed, the 

Ewerg. I tell you he is run away with your niece. 

(Feelove continues to ſpeak without regarding the other”; 
interruptions. ] 

tell you, Sir, that ſuch an attack on my character 
(1 tell you be is run utwny with your niece )==a man of my 
experience, Mr. Evergreen -I tell you he is run axwway 
with your niece— I who am acknowledged by every 
apothecary within the bills of mortality—(l tell you he is 
run away with your niece) Going off, the other follow- 
ing}—] who am call'd to every capital conſu}tation—= 
(7 rell you he is run away with your niece) -I whoſe prac- 
tice has been ſo ſingularly ſucceſsful [| Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to Bellair's Lodgings. 
Enter Bellair and Carlton. 


Bel. My dear Carlton, congratulate me! 

Carl. Congratulate me! 

Bel, | have carried off my prize. 

Carl. | have been with Miſs Archer. . | 

Bel. I have ſafely lodged. her in the houſe of a 
friend, 

Carl. TI have ſeen the moſt tender melancholy in 
her arr. | 

Bel. I have ſeen love light up all her features; and 
have prefſed my Arabella io my heart, „ 

Carl. I have preſs*d Miſs Archer to mine too, in 
idea; and my hopes tell me, that it will not be only in 
idea. I am now convinced of her ſenſibility, and 
adore her. But where 1s your Arabella ? 

Bel. At the friend's I mentioned. Not being able 
to find him at Weſtminſter, I called at his houſe in my 
return, and have been aſſured that the dear girl her- 
ſelf, Mr. Evergreen, and all the family, are retired to 
reſt. 

Carl. Evergreen! he's Miſs Archer's guardian— 
the lives in his houſe. | 

Bel. Then our Miſtreſſes are under the ſame roof 
—that's moſt fortunate ! 
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Carl. It is indeed; for two girls talking to each 
other of the men they love, will do more for us in a 
day, than we could for ourſelves in a week. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Doctor Feelove. ; [Exit. 


Bel. Doctor Feelove! Oh, all the demons of 


miſchance |! | | 
Carl. Can he have mage the diſcovery ſo ſoon ? 


Enter Feelove. 


Feelove, [Speaking as be enters.) A villain to at- 
tempt thus to undermine my reputation. Gentlemen, 
—] have been inſulted ſo grotsly, that I can hardly 
compoſe myſelf, to tell you the cauſe of my unſeaſon- 
able viſiti but —if— in one word, how is my poor 
patient—how ts Mr. Bellair ? 

Bel. Sir! Mr. Bellair—vir ! — | 

Carl. He does not know ye—fear nothing. 

Bel, Are you ſure of that? 

Feelove, My patient, Sir 
ſpeak | how is my patient ? 

Bel. Your patient, Sir, is as well asa patient can 
be, who is out of the reach of his dd Doctor. No 
further occaſion for aſſes milk, ſtimulatives, balſamies, 
or coolers, | | 

Carl. Alas, poor DoRtor !—no more fees! he has 
given = the go-by fairly. Is it not a ſhame that a 
man © 
be able to conquer ſuch a pitiful heQic as drove him 
out of the world ? why, a phyſician, ought to have 
the diſeaſes at his call, and whiftle them on and off, 
as a huntſman does his hounds. 

Bel. Aye, twas a crying in, to let ſuch a ſpirited 
fine young fellow to be liche out of life by a raſcally 
little feveret! An old woman would have cured him; 
but ſuch an obſtinate confidence in the ſkill of the re- 
nown'd Doctor Feelove ! He died full of reſentment, 
and his laſt words were“ Toſs the Doctor in a 
blanket.” | : 


Feelove. I can forgive that==l can forgive that— 


good gentlemen, 


but I can't forgive your illiberality, Sir. An old wo- 
C 


5 man 


your proweſs in the fields of Galen, ſhould not 
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man cure him! It was not in the power of all the phy- 
ficians between London and the Alps to cure him; — 
not an herb, gum, wood, or fungus in the whole me- 
dicopeia, that could have given him breath two days 


longer. 

Bel. »Tis falſe, Sii—Bring the blanket ! 

Feelowve. I could not bear this treatment, Sir, but 
that the extreme ſatisſadion I have in Mr. Bellair's 
death | 

Bel. SatisfaQion ! 

Feelove. Yes, Sir. My reputation, my charaQer, 
demanded that he ſhould die. I would not have 
bad him alive to-morrow morning for a thouſand 
pound fee. | | 

BI. This is amazing. 

. Feelove. Why, Sir, there is a vile ſtory in circula- 
tion, which, if true, would fink me beneath the 
loweſt med'cine grinder—beneath a mixer of eggs and 
turpentine—beneath the cork in a julep bottle ; no- 
thing leſs than that Bellair is in perfect health, and 
ſo alive to youth and beauty, as to have run away 
with my niece——they ſay that / 

Carl. What is there this world will not ſay ! By 
all the honour of Phyſic, he has a doſe in his pocket to 
have ſecured his reputation, bad be found thee alive! 

Biel. [| Apart] We'll ſearch him, and make him 
ſwallow it. But have you then loſt the young lady ? 
—is ſhe gone ? / | 
Feelove. Gone, Sir—abſolutely gone; but as my 
poor patient is gone too, I am in ſome meaſure recon- 
ciled to that event. But, bleſs me, Sir, you are vaſtly 
like him a man more liable to be impoſed on might 
take ye both for the ſame perſon ;—=the ſame voice, 
and the ſame features, only freſher and plumper. 
Del. Oh, ck-—What you have found me out, Doc- 
tor? Why, I am his brother—your poor patient's 
younger brother, —and I ſhould break my heart for 


his death, only the dog has left me a clear eftate of 


two thouſend a year, to buy weepers. In ſhort, 

Doctor, I greatly fear'd your ſkill would preſerve him, 

and if it had—— _ KY 
Feelme. 
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Feelove, Preſerve him! you might as well have 
expected my ſkill in phyſic to have preſerved the 
French bank from breaking. 

Bel. Well, notwithſtanding my affected petulance 
at your entrance, ] am highly gratified that Bellair is 
where he i- and I'll recommend you to all my friends 
and acquaintance. But I wonder the loſs of your 
niece fits ſo lightly, my little Hippocrates, 

Feelove. Oh, Sir, I have a great heart—a prodi- 
gious great heart! its feelings are for the faculty. 
A girl may run away from an uncle without reproach 
to him; but when a patient runs away from the ſen- 
tence of his phyſician, the reputation of the doctor 
muſt ſoon run after him, 

Carl. Happily our patient knew his duty better; 
And fo, as we are now three very happy fellows, let 
us e'en adjourn to the Star and Garter, and live the 
evening like bon vivants. \ 

Feelove. With all my heart z—and egad, gentle- 
men, I am ſo offended with the inſolence of a certain 
perſon, whom I will not name, that if you'll diſcover 
my mece, Þ Il give her to ye, with a ſortune of twenty 
thouſand pounds, The odd ten Pll ſtick to. [Afide. 

Bel. Hah ! ſay ye fo? If I diſcover her, ſhall ſhe 


be my reward ? 

Feelowe. That ſhe ſhall. 

Bel. May I rely on your promiſe. 

Feelove, With as much confidence, as. on the 
ſymptom of a fever. I would give her to a rincer of 
gallipots, rather than the perſon I had engaged her 
to; to a pill vender—to a mountebank. 

Bel, Bravo, Doctor! keep to that, and we'll diſ- 
cover her enchanted caſtle, never fear! | 

Carl, That we will. Allons! let us ſacrifice to 
Bacchus to-night, and to-morrow to Eſculapius, and 
Fortune. » [Exeunt. 


Ex D or Tie FouxTh Act. 
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„ 


SCENE, Fecelove's. 
Enter Feelove, followed by a Servant. 


Feelove. 


Norns of my niece this morning ! Oh, may 
that raſcal, who cheated me yeſterday to Hampſtead, 
never get rid of his wife till he is ſeventy-ſix; and 
then, for his farther puniſhment, may he grow rich, 
and fall in love ! - : | 

Serv. May I be fo bold, Sir=is that a curſe ? 

Feelxve. A curſe! why, can there be greater, than 
for a man to fall into riches, when he has neithertime 
nor faculties to enjoy them; and to fall in love, whilſt 
he is falling into his grave? If they are bleſſings, may 
they be the lot of knaves, and cowards, and quacks ! 
Bring me the ſlate, that I may ſee where I am to.go. 


Enter Evergreen. 


Everg. Go! why $0 to find your niece, ta be 
ſure. Have you heard nothing from her yet? 

Feelwve. No. |Surlily.] 

Everg. Come, how much will you add now to 
the fifteen thoufand, if I ſhould diſcover, and bring 
her r'ye? — 

Feeleve. Nothing. 

Everg. What ! conſider what you fay ? 

Feelove. I do confider what I ſay? 

Er erg. How ! if I diſcover your niece, drag her 
from her ſeducer, and in that ſtate of her reputation 
take her off your hands, and make her Miſtreſs Ever- 
1 will you not throw in five thouſand for 
that | | . 
Feeleve, No, Mifter Evergreen—not five guineas 
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—not five ſhillings—not a fingle half- crown. Oh, 
how I could mortify him now, by telling him Bellair 


is dead! 


Everg. Here! here's an unreaſonable man ! So 
then, it I diſcover and marry her, I am to have only 
fifteen thouſand pounds !—=Oh Lord! oh Lord ! 

Feelove. Fifteen thouſand pounds] why you ſhan't 
have ber at all. Fifteen thouſand pounds ! If [ 
thought my niece would ever look upon thee, or ever 
think of thee as a huſband, I'd put fifteen thouſand 
pounds in each pocket, drive to Graveſend, and leap 
into the ſea to diſappoint thee, | 

Everg. Why, we'd have you up again, if you did 
—we'd empty your pockets, I warrant you. Riches 
are no more ſa fe now in the bottom of the ſea, than 
a rainbow is in the clouds. Neither earth, ſea, or air, 
in this happy age, can keep their ſecrets from us; and 
I have no doubt bur ſome bold adventurer in the 
next, will find out a way to live in fire; or dart from 
continent to continent, like Milton's angels, on a 
condens'd ſun- beam. | 

Feelowe. That may be poſſible; but for you to 
marry my niece, with my conſent, is impoſſible. 

Everg. What, are in you in earneſt ? 

Feelove. In earneft—aye, as earneſt as you was in 
your abuſe of me laſtnight. Smoke the Doctor, I fuppoſe, 
was the word. You love a joke, old friend; fo. do 
|; and mine ſhall coſt leſs than your's—ſo good 
morning ye! I ſhall prefcribe another huſband for 
my niece, depend on't. [ Exit. 
' Ewerg. Say you lo, my old boy? Why then I muſt 
play a game I did not think of—I muſt ſecure the 
young woman till you can be brought to alter your 
preſeription. I have made a pretty meſs here ! *Gad, 
though I love a joke, I did not think I was buying 
mine at the dear rate of fifteen thoufand poundy— 


Dangerous joking with doRors I find. Well, well, a 


wiſe man may fall into miſtakes as well as a fool ; 
but a 40iſe man will find a way to remedy them, [Exir, 


SCENE, 
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SCENE, Evergreen's. 


Miſs Archer enters with Arabella. 


Miſs Arch. I am charm'd to ſee you ſo well this 
morning. Has Lord Penmanmaur vid ed you? 

Arab. Oh, yes; and he left me to go to my 
uncle's; but I made him promiſe not to tell that! 
am here. 

Miſs Arch. You did not hint that you knew him 
to be Mr. Evergreen. 

Arab. Oh, no— Iwill do nothing but what you 
bid me. I thould be eaſy now, could I but ſee Mr. 
Bellair, to vent my anger, and to tell him how ] 
hate him. 

Miſs Arch. Have a care, my dear girl! you wiſh 
to ſee him, I have no doubt ; but ſhould he appear, 
you'd forget your motives for that wiſh. 


Arab. Oh, never ! was there ever ſo baſe——ſcmm - 


Miſs Arch. Never, I acknowledge it; yet, ſhould 
he invent any plauſible excuſe, your greedy ear 
would ſwallow it all, May I not judge her from 
myſelf? Should Mr. Cariton form excuſes, where 
would my reſentments be? : [ A/ide. 


Enter Evergreen, ſpeaking at the wing. 


So | there's Satan at the ear of Eve. 
* Did 1 not defire, Miſs Archer, that you 
would hold no correſpondence with this young Lady? 
Ry Arch. Yes, my dear Guardian, and there- 
fore I made a point of ſeeing her, and giving ber a 
little fiſterly advice. She knows by this time how to 
deceive your vigilance on common occaſions, and on 
uncommon ones | have promiſed to aſſiſt her. 
Everg. Aſſiſt her (contemptuouſly) Well, Miſs Mel- 
ville, are you prepar'd to meet your uncle d. 

Arab. Oh dear! is he coming ! 

Everg. How he gained knowledge of your being 
here, I know not, unleſs it is from your falſe Bellair; 
but he ſwears vengeance—a garret and watez-gruel 
are the leaſt of his threats. 

Arab. Oh, Miſs Archer! what will become of me! 
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Archer, indeed I have contrived what is to become 
of you; for I would not deliver my little Bell up to 
her uncle in his preſent fury for a dukedom, and to 


conceal you from him here will be impoſſible; I 


have therefore a chaiſe ready at the door, to carry 
you a few miles out of town. | 

Miſs Arch. Ovt of town ! | 

Ewverg. Yes, Madam—aor in town, or where 
pleaſe—=you won't preſume to interfere, I hope. 

Miſs Arch. 1 hope Miſs Melville will refuſe to go. 

Ewverg. Let her at her peril ! ſhe is my affianc'd 
wife z my wife betroth'd—!I have perfect right over 
her, Go you, Madam, to your apariment, and leave 
her to my care. [Exit, 

Miſs Arch. My dear girl, never go with him; 
who knows where he may carry you! 

Arab. What can I do? l fear to go with him, and 


I am terrified to death at the thoughts of ſeeing my 
uncle, | 


Enter Evergreen, with a long white fluff Chak, and 
large Hood. 


Everg. Here, here's a Welch riding-cloak, that 
belonged to a tall, meagre aunt of mine; tis a little 
too long, I believe; but it will concea} you the 
better. Put it on, and tom the hood over, that our 
face mayn't be ſeen, Nay, don't be reſtive, Mifs 
(throwing it looſely over her) : put it on, whilſt I reple- 
niſn my purſe. 1 | [ Exit. 

Arab. Oh my dear Lady, what ſhall I do? 
| Miſs Arch. My ſweet Girl, how can I aſſiſt you? 
What an arbitrary-wretch } J am full of grief for 
you—-What has not this Bellair to anſwer for? 

[They weep over each other, retiring back. 


Enter Sir Marvel. 


Mary. I muſt give up Hyde Park this morning 
I'd be ſworn Carlion will be here, and I am deter- 
mined to make one in their :4te-&-12te, Hey, hey ! 
why, Ladies | | 

Miſs Arch. turning! Oh, Sir Marvel ! 
1 | — | 5 Marv. 
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Marv. And weeping too ! Dionyſius-like—ng, 
Niobe-like, all tears. | 

Miſs Arch, A thought ſtrikes me—you can aſſiſt 
us. My guardian is going to hurry this young lady 
out of town, we know not where. 

Marv. Aye, I ſaw the chaiſe at the door—ſhall [ 
go and break the axle, or ſhoot the horſes ? 

Miſs Arch. No, no- put on this cloak [taking it 
from the ground|—ride with him a few miles, then 
turn upon him, and terrify him to death. I ſuppoſe 
your vis-a-vis is waiting; Til uſe it, to convey her 
out of his reach—inftantly—inftantly | 

Marv. Stop! {when the cloak is half on] Hold! I 
will not be envelop'd in this new faſhion'd chemiſe= 
how could I be ſuch a good natured fool? Have you 
not repuls'd me, Madam—difdain'd me? 
Miſs Arch. Oh, my dear Sir Marvel! conſider, 
tis for this young lady—ſhe has not repuls'd you. 

Mary. V'm at one word—off it goes, unleſs you'll 
promiſe to receive me on terms. 

Miſs Arch. Oh heavens ! I—I— I'll do better; 
I'll introduce you on terms to the pretty widow, 
Lady Beauville=ſhe's juſt becoming the rage—'twill 
be infinite eclat ſhe had all the men in the pit 
about her t' other night at the opera. 

Marv. On with it! we are upon honour—you 
ſhall carry me there to-morrow. | 

Miſs Arch. "To-night=—=3ny time. Come, Miſs 
Melville! [Snatching ber hand] [Exeunt. 

Marv: So here am I going, Jupiter knows where, 
caſed up like the Trojans in a wooden horſe, or like 
but here comes my ra viſher. 


* Enter Evergreen, tying up his purſe, 


Everg. Oh, what Madam has left you ! Aye, ſhe's 

2 bad girl, Bell—a bad girl! never heed her! 
Come, don't cry, that's a good girl !=Devil take the 
firing ! Hide your face though as much as = will- 
that's right, pull the hood clofer, for who knows but 
the Doctor may come athwart us, to ſome Hampſtead 
patient or other > Come, now | am ready, _ 
4 ay! 
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ſay! [Takes Sir Marvels hand, who goes a flep or tao, 
and then ſtops.] Why d'ye ſtop, child - go you muft 
and ſhall, ſo loitering will have no effect, but to make 
me angry. Come, I ſay—nay, if you will be pull'd, 
you ſhall be pull'd [ Pulls and puſhes him.] Zounds! 
you are ſtrong, Bull; J have heard that the Corniſh 
girls can wreſtle, and I fancy you. have praQis'd the 
ſport. Nay, if you are for that, Miſs—here, David, 
come and help to pull this young lady into the chaiſe, 
Enter David. 
David. | Pulling] Cot a mercy, Sir! I can't make 
hur ftir a petty- toe. | 
Ewerg. Give her a pinch on the arm. 
| . 5 | [David finches; 
Marv, Zounds! let me alone—l will not go, by 
upiter ! 
David. | Flying off.] What is it, Si:—it muſt be 
the tevil in a planket, | 
Everg. [ſurprisd) What is it? why, a great 
country hoydor they'll ſwear and romp at home, like 
hfty grenadiers, and when they come to town, the 
mince their words, and mince their ſteps, as 8 
they could utter nothing but monoſyllables, or ſtep 
oo two inches. Come, we'll have Yother tug, 
152 f 
Marv. Will you? [Raiſes the hood, and looks, firſt 
at one, then at the other], Now, Mr. Evergeen, we'll 
have a tug, or a wreſtle, or what you pleaſe. | 
Everg. Oh, that devil Miſs Archer! this muſt be 
ber contrivance—Where are they, where are they ? 
| 8 [Runs towards the door. 
Marv. Where ? why, they are in the mode, that's 
all—emigrating. No, you don't paſs this firaight— 
you don't indeed; I'll defend it as the Africans did 
Thermopylz. : | 
| Everg, You, Sir! how dare you take this liberty 
in my houſe ? | 5 
Marv. Come, Sir, don't be obftreperous : if you 
are, PII clothe you in the riding-hood and cram you 
into the poſt-chaiſe, as you would have done me; 
you won't play the Corniſh romp as manfully as I did. 


_ © Everg. Sir, this inſolence - Endeavouring to paſs. 


ar. 
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| Marv. Nay, if you will have a tug, you ſhall 
have a tug—{Scuffle to get on the cloak, Evergreen gets cf 
at laſt.] ere: then, I remain conqueror ; but whe- 
ther the game is Olympic, Iſthmian, or Iriſh, I know 
not. But Lady Beauville!—to be enrol”d in her 
ſuit, and in the Mennil bunt, is a that remains to 
eſtabliſh me—fate can do no more ! Miſs Archer will 
now be a friend indeed | Oh, Pylades, as Juvenal 
ſays, what's life without a friend ?=it's a dumpling 
without egg. | Exit. 


SCENE, Cariton's Lodgingt. 
Exter Miſs Archer and Arabella, followed by a Maid. 


Miſs Arch. Tell Mrs. Tomſon, pray, that I am 
here. Come, cheer up, my love; now we are ſafe; 
—that dear Sir Marvel has obliged me for ever. 


Enter Mrs. Tomſon. 


Mrs. Tomſon. My dear young Lady! 

Miſs Arch. My good Mrs. Thomſon, this lady 
wiſhes to have an apartment here for a few days 
Can you accommodate her? 

Mrs _ Oh, yes, Ma'am. RT 

Miſs Arch. I cengratulate you, Miſs Melville; you 
will be here perfeQiy at eaſe. | 

Arab. Not unleſs you give ſome charge about Mr, 
Evergreen. The dread of ſeeing him will keep me 
in perpetual diſquiet. | | 

Miſs Arch. You know my Guardian——On no 

— admit him, whilſt Miſs Melville is in your 
ouſe. | | | 
Mrs. Tomſon. I ſhall take care, Madam. 
Miſs Arch. Then adieu! I muſt hurry back in- 
ſtantly, leſt he ſhould ſend to watch the carriage ;— 
but you ſhall ſee me again in half an hour. 

Arab. Oh dear! I am ſo ſorry that you muſt leave 
me! I love you already better than any body except 
— I mean, I love you better than every body. 
 . Miſs Arch. I comprehend ye, my Love—adiev! 
[ Goes awith her to the wing. Carlton enters.] Fas 
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Carl. Angels! and miniſters of grace! Miſs 
Archer! | 
Miſs Arch. Mr. Carlton ! 


Carl. [Aſide] Come to ſeek me in my lodgings ! 


By Heaven, this is too much ! Oh, ob, now then one 


knows how to catch a coquette. How charm'd I am 


to ſee you. 

Miſs Arch. How could you think of following me 
here, Sir ? 

Carl, [Ajide] That's well put. Follow you here! 
I'd follow ye all over the globe. Now don't put on 
that cold look—Irt neither becomes the face nor the 
occaſion, | | | 

Miſs Arch. [Afide) His familiarity mortifies me 
even more than his ſatire. How can you have the 
preſumption, Sir— | 

Carl. My dear Madam, on ſome occaſions not to 
have preſumption would be ungrateful.—I ſhould 
really be aſhamed if at this moment I did not give 
you reaſon to believe that I have as much preſumption 
a3 any unmarried gentleman in town, 

Miſs Arch. Intolerable! Why do you take ſuch li- 
berties with me, Sir ? | | 
Carl. Why do you take ſuch liberties with me ? 
You have taken the liberty to intrude yourſelf into my 
thoughts without my deſiring it ; you have taken the 
liberty to obtrude yourſelf on my dreams—=ſleeping or 
waking, I am never free from you. If I mean to be 
civil to another woman, your image pops itſelf before 
me, and ſteals the compliment for which ſhe was pre- 
paring her ſmiles Talk of liberties, indeed! - 
Miſs Arch. How dares he treat me thus? The 
objeQ of his ſatire in public, and of his jeſts in private! 
==] cannot bear it. [A ide. 


Carl. Bend your eyes on me, ſweet creature, that 
I may interpret them. 


Miſs Arch. It by bending them on you, I could 


convey to you the ſentiments with which you have in- 


ſpired me, you ſhould have their moſt pointed glances, 
Carl. [Afide.] The ſentiments I have inſpir- 
ed!“ Now, that, ſpoken in this apartment, muſt be 
taken as the beginning of a declaration=—and it would 
Rs be 
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be ſcandalous to be behind-hand. I aſſure you, Ma. 
dam, I am extremely grateful to thoſe ſentiments, and 
beg to aſſure you, that mine for you are exaQly what 
the moſt charming woman in the world ought to ſup- 
fe them. 5 
S Mifs Arch. I don't know what J ought to ſuppoſe, 
ir. 
Carl. You ought to ſuppoſe that you are lovely, 
and that I have eyes: - you ought to ſuppoſe that you 
have a charming ſpirit, and that I have a heart ;=you 
ought to ſuppole that you are captivating, and that [ 
am your flave, Now how the devil have I been 
drawn in to make this ruinous confeſſion ? [ Afede, 
Miſs Arch. There is an air of fincerity about you 
at this moment, that almoſt convinces me you do 
not deceive me; and I rejoice in it, I would have 
you love me, | would have you adore me that your 
puniſhment may be ſevere ; for if I could think on you 
with any ſentiments but thoſe of contempt, I ſhould 
deſpiſe myfelf. [ Ruſtes off, Carlton flaring after her, 
Carl. I congratulate ye, Mr. Carlton—l congra- 
tulate ye! Fallen into the very ſnare that, with all 
thy boaſted knowledge of the fex, thou haſt labcured 
to avoid—trufted a coguette with thy paſſion, without 
firſt being aſſured that thou hadſt touch'd her heat. 
But who could have doubted, after a viſit at my lodg- 
ings ?—Pfhaw | [ friking his forebead] twas clearly to 
draw me in ;—ſhe penetrated my deſign, and deter- 
mined to ſhew me a poor, ridiculous, miſerable plct- 
ter. Well, I love her the better for that! Now will 
it be impoſſible for that Hyzna to do any one —_ for 
me or againſt me, but I ſhall love her the better tor it. 
And bow thall | be uſed ?—worſe than a dog |! But 
Pll have thee—Yes, by Heaven! thcu dear, proud, 
bewitching ſtut, Pll have thee, ſpite of every artifce 
that coquetry and female feveetne/ſs can deviſe.— 
Faith, I' go and tell her ſo now, in the very teeth of 
her malice, | { Exit. 
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SCENE, Evergreen's. 
Enter Evergreen, followed by Bellair. 


Zverg. Don't make me mad—don't make me 
mad! I tell you I know no more where the girl. is 
than you do. : | 

Bel. Not know where ſhe is? Heaven! what 
can this mean? Did not I leave her under your 
protecting roof? Did not you aſſure me- 
Everg. [Interrupting] Aſſure ye! what the devil 
ſignifies aſſurances, when the will of a woman is con- 
cerned ? How could I gueſs that ſhe'd run away 
from my protecting roof ? „ | 

Bel. This cannot ſatisfy me, Sir; you have an 
air of being angry at my enquiries, rather than ſarry 
for the accaſion of them. | 

Everg. Angry! ſo I am; dd angry. Why, 
ſhe-has run from me, not from you. Who cares about 
your concern? What buſineſs have you with her? 

Bel. Mr. Evergreen! In extreme aſtoniſhment. 

Ewverg. Aye; now here he is ſtaring—now we 


mult have explanations. Why, then, in three words, 


your Bell is my Bell you carried her off to prevent 
her marriage with Lord Penmanmaur, and brought 
her to the houſe of Mr. Evergreen, who is Lord Pen- 


manmaur. 60 


Bel. Sir! 8 114493537 44 

Everg. Aye - what! you can't comprehend. yet? 
all ſtare and wonder! | CEE IN 
Bel. You that ald Lord to whom my Arabella Was 
to have been ſagfißced! EROS 19 

Everg. Aye und you, to. expedite the ſacriſice, 
brought her to the altar. R ers 

Bel. Is it poſſible? What, throw my dave into 
the talons of the hawk !—bring the lovely creature 
to the very houſe ſhne meant toy from — On, fool, 
fool! [T reve fog the ſtage impatiently. } Now then, old 
Zentleman, I ain to conſider you as my-rival—every 


other tie is diſſolved s and as my rival, I infiſt op 
your revealing where you have hid the lady? _ 
. Sverg. Don't ge meadop | think of chal- 
Jeagivg we, yaw blogdetbilty meetch=rT will wat be 
2175 4 5 challenged. 
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challenged. Tis time ſome ſcheme were hit upon to 
ſave men of fortune from you duelling blages=We 
ought to be allowed to fight by proxy, as the militia 
do—Pd ſubſcribe an hundred guineas towards the 
corps, with all my heart. , 

Bel. I don't wiſh to challenge you, Sir; I am no 
dueliſt, but I nt know where my Arabella ig] 
will kneel at your feet if. 5 | 

Everg. Tell you where ſhe is? I ſwear by the 
honour of an ancient Briton 1 do not know; and if [ 
did know, I would not inform you— Tell you where 

my Arabella is! | 8 

Bel. I am frozen Why did ſhe fly? Did ſhe not 
know that But why do I ſtay queſtioning, when ! 
ought to ſeek her? | - [Ruſbes out, 

Everg. 460 if you are for that, I'll ſeek her too 
perhaps luck may for once favour ſixty, inſtead of 
ſix and twenty; and if 7 catch her, youngſter, I ſhall 
mind your ohs and ahs no more than the winds upon 
Snowdon——He won't challenge me, I believe. 

Exit. 


Bellair re- enters, ſtealing in, as though fearful of 
being ſeen by Evergreen. 


Bel. I cannot believe but that ſhe is yet in this 
houſe—She could not ſurely fly from it; for, with her 
extreme inexperience, this town muſt appear a great 
gulph to her, in which her innocence would every 
moment be in danger of being loſt. ¶ Looking about.] 
Carlton's Miſs Archer lives here If I could find ber 
me might give me ſome inſight. Name of the ſervants 
about ? [ Looking through the auing No one of whom 
IJ can enquire ?—Shall I venture to look into the 

— 8 4 | 
Enter Feelove, ſpeaking, followed by a Servant, 

Feelove. Juſt gone out! Well, when he returns 

tre him theſe parchments—they may do for. his tay- 
tor—it is the only way to make them uſefuF now. 

Bel. DoQor Peelove! RW r 
 Feelove. Hah ! Mr. Bella ir Where have you been 
all the morning? Have you fcund my niece? * 
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vile ſtory I told you of, has got air—Have you heard 


of my niece, I tay ? 105 

Bel. Heard of her? — why, Sir, ſhe was in this 
houſe—ſhe ſlept here laſt night. | 

Feelove. In this houſe I—flept in the houſe of Mr. 
Evergreen, g x 

Bel, Aſſuredly; and has been ſpirited away this 
morning. | 

Feelove. You ſhould as ſoon make me believe ſhe 
ſlept in the palace of the Grand Turk. — She in this 
houſe !—You may as well ſay ſhe is gone to break- 


faſt in the moon, and turn'd lunatic. 


Bel. [Warmly) What obſtinacy | Why, Sir, I 
tell you that I myſelt I ſay, Sir, that II have 
enquir*d, and | have been afſſured——— 

Feelove. Aye, poor young gentleman! ſay no 
more—ſay no more. Perverſeneſs and folly came in 
with the froſt, I believe, and pinches both old and 
young. 
| Bel What ſteps can we take ?—My anxiety for 
the ſweet young creature you have deſcribed to me 
Pho! what does this trifling fellow do here? 


Enter Sir Marvel. 


above, fo I would come up. Very unlucky. Miſs 
Archer is not at home | She promis'd to introduce me 
to Lady Beauviilc—1I hear ſhe has a grand route to- 
morrow, and I want to know her defied, that I may 
de invited But I gueſs where Miſs Archer is, fo 
IU fly aſter her. Going. 


Archer is? 8 

Mary, I gueſs— I gueſs. She uſed my carriage 
this 81 to run away with one Miſs Melville, 
whom Mr, Evergreen was going to carry into the 


ca@ntry, | [Going. 
„Bel. Heavens l my dear Sir Marvel, you give us 


life==Now, Doctor, what think you of her breakfaſt 


in the moon? : 
Fe-love. Faith, I begin to ſuſpect that I may have 


breakfaſted there—I'm ſure my brain ſeems very 


4 


* Cloudy 


Marv. Hah, Mr. Bellair! they told me you were 


Bel, Stay, vir Marvel,—do you know where Mils 


x: 
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cloudy. But where are they, Sir—where are 
they ? 75 
Marv. I can't tell, till I aſłk my ſervants; but 
they can certainly tell where they carried them, —and 
that puts me in mind of a fine anecdote. About four 
centuries ago with the air of beginning a long ſtory. 
+ Bel. Zounds! Sir Marvel, don't keep us here 
whole centuries—— we muſt know 1:ſtantly where 
thoſe ladies are. [21 TY, 
- Marv. Well, well, you ſhall; I was only going 
to tell you, for you know you are not well read, 
Mr. Bellair, that Queen Dido of Carthagena—— 
Bel. Pray, Doctor, preſcribe for him; be is mocn- 
truck too, depend on't. Sir, you muſt take us direRly 
to the houſe where your carriage left the ladies. 

Feelove. Pray do, good Sir, and then if you want 
bliſtering, or bleeding 5 

Marv. I want bliſtering ! no, I am never ill, un- 
leſs I'm near a phyſician. Well, come, I will take 
you, if you'll promiſe io have Queen Dido afterward, 
Bel. Oh, every Queen in tbe Æneid, with all ny 
ſoul. Come along! | 

Feelove. Pray take me too, and then I'll take the 


Princeſſes, and their maids of honour into the bargain, 


fi 


' | „ - 
[ | : "3 


3 1 
3 > he 
®" &:; © " 

+, "I 


Marv. Yes, yes; I'll take ye both— I'll take ye 


both. [Going out Ja] What a happy thing it is to be 
=» ofconſequence! 


[Exeunt, 
S EN B, Carlton's Lodgings. 
Enter Miſs Archer, followed by Mrs, Tomſon. 
i Miſs Arch, IJ am much concerned that Miſs Mel- 
ville has been indiſpoſed, Do you think ſhe is now 
alleep ? | te: . 
Mrs. Tomſon. I fancy ſo, Ma'am, for I left her on 
the ſopha—but III tell he. a * 
Miſs Arch. Oh, on no account! let the ſweet 
zirl repoſe a little; —her ſpirits, 1 am ſure, are much 


. Ag itigued. If you'll give me that pamphlet PII amuſe 
WH myſelf with it 'till ſhe wakes. Mt ; 
Lr. Tomſon' preſents a pamphlet and goes out. Miji 


2 


Archer tumbles over the leaves a ſbort time.] 
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Miſe Arch, Well, now, what ſignifies my attempt- 
ing to read? my thoughts are ſo deranged, that Greek 
would be as pleaſant to me as Don Quixote. What 
a peculier fate is mine! to receive a declaration of 
love from the only man whoſe lips I ever wiſh'd to 
hear it from, and yet, to be convey'd in ſuch a way, 
as to give me more pain than pleaſure. The air of ſin- 
cerity with which he made it, would have tranſported 
me, had it not been poiſon'd by an unaccountable 
boldneſs and freedom. | 
[Walks towards the book-caſe, and tals 0 Boo Carlton 

enters without ſeeing her — I hrows himſelf on a chair, 

and his hat on a table—ſees her ſuddenly.] > 

Carl. Zounds! Miſs Archer here again! Nay, 
then ſhe's my own—it would be ridiculous to afed dil- 
pleaſure now. [Goes towards her, then flops. No, 
fairh—ſhe ſhall ſpeak firſt J Il be courted this time. 

[Sits down again; Miſs Archer not obſerving bin, 

he begins to ſing, to catch ber attention. ] 5 
«Þ 've kiſs'd and I've prattled 
Wich fifty fair maids“ . — | 
Miſs Arch, [Screams ] This is 9 all * 
[ Ruſbing out. 

Carl, It would, deed: if I ſuffered you ie go; 
No, no, dear creature]! we ſhan't part now as 
we did in the morning :—1 have juſt been at your 
guardian's, to tell you that [ forgive all your in * 
haviour to- day. 

Miſs Arch. F orgive !. 

Carl. Aye, you may well wonder tis more 
than one in ten would do. Come, come — lower > 
ſcorn of that brow, and hear reaſon. | 

Miſs Arch, I'll hear nothing, Sir, and 1 inſiſt on 
your leaving this houſe inſtantly. 

Carl. Ha, ha, ha !—that's unreaſonable, conklier. 8 
ing where you are. But, come | I'll allow you 


dozen ill-humoured things, and then you ſhall attend 


to me. } 


Miſs Arch, [S ceming to bite her tongue withwixs- 
tion.] I will have my own way in ſomething—I 
won't ſay one ilr humour d thing, though I feel a 


thouſand, | BY > 
5 P 
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Carl, A thouſand ! Well, we have time before us, 


charmer; you ſhall have opportunities enough—every 


morning at breakfaſt—eyery day at dinner—every— 
| | [Wiuth affected N 

Miſs Arch. What can the monſter mean? 
Carl, Mean! why to marry you, Petulance ! 


to give you a right to plague me for ever. What 


an acquiſition, for a woman of ſpirit! Oh, I feel al- 
ready the horrors of my future fate, but I am reſolv'd 
to go through it—I wi go through it! 

Miſs Arch, You imagine that the whimſicalneſs 


of this muſt excuſe its freedom, Mr. Carlton, but be 


aſſured— 
Carl. Pho, pho, don't let us waſte timez—the plain 


Engliſh of our fituation is this; - you are a coquette, 
and I ama man of the world; you would like to make 
me act like a fool, and I am determined to make you 


act like a woman of fenſe—a proof that I am the beſt 
Chriſtian. | | 
Miſs Arch. Very well, Sir—very well! 
Carl, I admired you, the firſt moment I beheld 


you, but reſolv'd not to be made a dangler—which, 


if I had approach'd you in the common modes of court- 
ſhip, would have inevitably followed. I, therefore, 


took the road you have ſeen, and in conſequence you'll 


condeſcend to be happy, and make happy, a year or 
two ſooner than your coquetry would have allow'd. 
Miſs Arch, To be happy, and make happy ! 
5 [Smiling and toffing ber bead. 
Carl. Ves; and that in ſpite of all thoſe pw 
affected airs - they are but affected, charmer, you know, 
for, at this moment, you feel that I have a kind of re- 
ſtleſs. impudence about me, which you love for its 
novelty. A 
ot Mifz Arch, If I thought it poſſible, Sir—The 


wretch reads my very heart. Aldi. 


Curl. Nay, nothing but a wiſh to convince me of 
it, could bring you to my lodgings; you ſee the ef- 
fets-of carrying airs too far. You uſed me in the 


morning with ſuch barbarity, that your heart, hard as 


At is, was ſmote with the roflection, and then you run 
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after me again to make it up. Oh, you dear commi- 


ſeraring [Attempting to ſnatch her hand. 
Miſs Arch. How dare you, Sir, infinuate ſuch horrid 


things? Run after you !—ſeek you in your lodgings ! | 


Carl, Oh dear! how a coquette may carry things ! 


Enter haſtily Sir Marvel, Bellair, and Feelove. 


Mary. Oh, oh, here they are! I am come to 
claim your promiſe—you muſt introduce me to Lady 
Beauville before to-morrow. Not to be at her route, 
would be to be and not to be—as Kemble ſays. Pray, 
Ma'am, have you ſeen Kemble ? 

Bel. Where, Madam—where is Miſs Melville ? 


Feelove, Where is my niece ?—where is Arabella 
Melville ? 


Carl, Heyday ! What is all this ? 
Bel. Oh, Carlton! how little did I ſuſpect that 
your fodgings—— but there ſhe is 
[Darting through the wing, followed by Feelove. 
Miſs Arch; Are theſe Mr, Carlton's lodgings, then ? 


. *Tis well his boldneſs has ſuch an excuſe. [ Afrde. 


Carl. ls it poſſible that you did not know it? 

Miſs Arch, Know it! Heaven and earth ! how 
can you dare think that I did? I came to vifit Miſs Mel- 
ville, whom I attended here this morning, without the 
moſt diflant idea, that=——Bleſs me!] what an imputa- 
tion has the intereſt I took in her welfare, ſubjected 
me to? I ſhall never ceaſe to regret the occaſion. 

Carl. Nor I to bleſs it. How many tedious long 
months of hopes and fears, caprices and coquetry, have 
I been faved by it ? | VA 

Marv. Oh, oh, you are agreed? ſee the effect of 
a few good ſtanzas—'twas my poetry, Madam, not his, 
upon my honour. „ . 
Mi Arch. What poetry | 
Marv. Why, that little jeu d' eſprit, you know, 
which was publiſh'd yeſterday, about you. 

Miſs Arch. What! was not that Mr. Carlton's. 

Marv, No; he beg'd to paſs for the author, but 


it was my own compoſition entirely; without the aſ- 


fiſtance of any mortal man, whatever deny it, Mr. 
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Miſs Arch, So thoſe wretched lines were yours? 
It was you who choſe to repreſent me to the public 
in ſo odious and hateful a light !— 

Carl. You had better have been quiet, Sir Marvel. 

Marv. Why, this is dev'liſh odd when they paſſed 
for yours, ſhe never ſaid one word againſt them ; and 
now they are mine, they are wretched, and odious, 


and hateful, 
Enter Miſs Juvenile. 


Heyday ! Miſs Archer in Mr. Carlton's lodgings ! 
what, my dear creature, you are afraid of . another 
ſatire, and ſo are come to deprecate his wrath ? 

Miſs Arch. No, indeed, my dear creature,—but 

pray what brought you to Mr. Carlton's lodgings ? 
Miſs Juv. Buſineſs, Ma'am, I aſſure you. Pray, 
Sir, ſtep this way [ro Carlton]. Here are the 
verſes which you promis'd to get into the news-paper 
for me.—l have ſpent this whole day in poliſhing them, 
Carl, My dear Madam, Sir Marvel has much 
more intereſt that way than I have. 
Marv. Oh, I'll get *em in—Pll get 'em in, never 
fear. Let me ſee. [She endeavours to ſnatch then.] 
1% Deſcription of Sir Marvel Muſhroom, or the Crip- 
plegate Knight.” What, Madam, me !—me l—am ! 
a ſubjeQ for a news- paper ? | | 

<2, > uh Yes vor for a comedy, if I could write 

one, You are rich in folly, Sir Marvel, and would be 
a treaſure to the public. 
Marv. Why, Madam, you will not dare—you 
will not dare. Oh, the licenſe given to theſe d—d 
news- papers! I'll get a ſeat in parliament, in order to 
vote againſt the freedom of the preſs, | 


Miſs Arch. So would all thoſe wretches feel, who 
tear the minds of the inoffenſive or the worthy—were 
_ they to be ſtretched on the rack, to which they ſo un- 
feelingly devote others. | 2 

Carl. My charming creature, you muſt forgive Sit 
Marvel promiſed him that you ſhould, | 
Miſs Arch. | ſmiling. ] Secure firſt your own for- 
. giveneſs. | aw rh 
Carl. That ſweet ſmile ſecures it to me, 15 
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vou libel me, and, Sir—— 
Everg. Libel ye ! Why you libel yourſelf, — 
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Miſs Arch, No; you muſt earn it by long and 
faithful ſervices. I will be a tyrant for two whole 
years, and you ſhall be the moſt humble and devoted 


of my ſlaves :—My caprice you ſhall allow to be re- 


ſon, and my whims ſhall be your law. 

Carl. [kiffing her band] For two months agreed! 
but not one hour longer. [Enter Bellair and Arabella, ] 
—— My dear Bellair, is this angel yours ? 1 

Bel. Mine; and by a whimſical concurrence con- 
cealed in your lodgings. How much, Miſs Archer, am 
I indebted to you! . if 

Marv. Indebted to her! No, *tis to me. I wore 
the cloak, and I was pinch'd and pull'd whilſt ſhe 


eſcaped. One can neither have credit from one's ver- 


ſes or one's good nature, 

Miſs Archer. So you really have forgiven him— 
Did I not foretell ? [Archhy.] 
Arab. Oh, goodneſs ! there was nothing to for- 
zive—You can't think how innocent he is, 


Enter Evergreen. 


Everg, The devil ! What, Bellair found her 


firſt ! Come, Sir, give up my Bell! 
| [Attempting io take ber. 


' 


Lo | 
Enter Feelove. 


Feelove. Your Bell! No, no, you muſt go for 
your bell to another ſteeple, my old friend This little 
ilver-toned thing would never be heard on the Welch 
mountains; and fo | have given it to him. | 

Everg.. To bim You muſt joke, Doctor. You 


-cannot mean to beſtow your niece on a poor wretch, 


the victim, as you have often called him, of atrophy 
and diſeaſe. 5 1 | 

Feelove, There, d'ye ſee !—again !—again } Sir, 
["trutting up to him. 


That's your poor invalid the dying man You'll never 
be able to ſtand the laugh, if you give your niece'to 
him. Come, come, Doctor, give me the=— — 


Bel. Sir, I have received Miſs Melville from this 
N | gentleman, 
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ntleman, who will be ſo generous as to pardon the 
nnocent ſtratagems of love. . | 
Feeleve, Stratagems ! What then—what then, 
are you the the —[rembling.] : | 
Bel. You know I told you, Doctor, that I had an 


irreſiſtible fancy, that I ſhould live and become | 


ſtout, hale young fellow. I determined not to oppoſe 
my odd fancy as the old lady did her's. 
Feelowe ſin extreme anger}. Ho—h! So, Sir, you 
had the—the impudence— 
Bel. Yes, Sir, I had the impudence to live—But 
0 pardon it! I will do any thing but die— I'll ſwal- 
ow all the gums, woods, herbs, and funguſes in your 
medicopeia, to make it up, f 
Fetceelove. You had better, 8it— I fay, you had 
better — Oh | [Going haſtily if, 
Carl. Stay, good Sir ! you muſt be reconciled, 
Bel. Dear DoQor, be but reconciled, V1! adveriiſe 
my death, change my name, and fight every man who 
dares tell me I am alive. 
Everg. He muſt not be reconciled. 
- Miſs Archer, He can't reſiſt us—ÞTlF make lore 
to him.— Dear Doctor | 
Marv. And Pll let him preſcribe for me Dear 
Doctor! | 
Miſs Juv. And I'll write the epithalamium—Dear 
DoRor ! „ 
Zverg. He ſball reſiſt you He ſhall nor be reconciled, 
Feeleve. Say you ſo? Here, Mr. Bellair [giving 
his hand] I will be reconciled, though—excuſe me !— 
I ſhould rather you were dead. —However, I will be 
reconciled. | 
Everg. Oh, oh, you will, will ye? You ſhallre- 
pent it. Bellair, though 1 ſhall never ſpeak to you 
more, I'll tell you at parting that her fortune is thirty 
thouſand pounds—Remember, thirty, There, Doctor, 
that has cut you ſhort of ten or fifteen thouſand, | 
know ; fo your joke has coſt as much as mine. 
© Feelove, Sir, you are Sir, my reſentment for 
this uſage— Ek | 
Carl. Oh, gentlemen, you muſt not—you muſt 
not quarrel. 8 . ene M8 
' | Marv. 
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Marv. Oh, yes, let em quarrel, pray, if they 
have a fancy for it, Doctor, III carry your challenge 
— What are your weapons ? 

Everg. His preſcriptions—He can kill with no- 
thing elſe ; he's harmleſs in all other reſpeQs. 

Feelove, And you are harmleſs in nothing but your 
wit the point of that is never felt. | 

Mſ$ Archer. Come, come, fince your anger ex- 
pends itfelf in words, there are hopes of its ſubſiding ; 
and that the happineſs we are preparing to enjoy, will 
neither be clouded by your diſpleaſure, nor by that of 
our beſt friends. | | En 


To them we bend, ſubmiſſive to their laws, 
Yield, if *tis cenſure—bleſt, if 'tis applauſe ! 


„ 


BV A GENTLEMAN. 


Teabing within.) 


. I SPEAK the Epilogue! Lud, how they teaze one 

: They write ſo dull—ſo—ſeldom they can pleaſe one; 

I neyer read em Well—1'}] truſt to chance, 

And now before em, frighten'd, I'll advance. 

> E Enter.) | 
Ladies and Gents—behold—that is—our play 

We hope will—Lud, I don't know what to fay ! 

To entertain the cit, the belle, the beau, | 

With India—Stamps—or, Race at Fontainbleau. 

In days of yore—bright days, with conqueſt crown'd! 

The French we beat, and beat on their own ground; 

We conquer ſtill by valour or by cunning, | 

On their own ground we beat em now—in running. 

Fil try, as Mercury did, a ſmall deception, 

It may ſecure, at leaſt, a good reception. 

How do I look? If I can truſt my glaſs, 

I think for Venus I may ſafely paſs; 8 

_ (I'm ſure found out to ſay I'm any other ;) 

No more Miſs Archer now—the archer's mother ! 

Nay, never wonder, doubt, nor ſtart, nor flare, 

Don't you perceive the Goddeſs in my air? 

Von low'ring brow ſays, No— Well !—if you doubt me, 

Vit drop the Goddeſs,—here's enough without me: 

Each ſcarlet Mars above, though cer fo dainty, - 


May leer around—there's Venus's in plenty; 


Or. aim his Glaſs beneath, upon the pit, 

He H fee his Venus by her Vulcan fit: - 

There Bacchus woos his Venus all diyine ! 

He nectar aſks—but ſhe—a pint of wine! 

And you can never want the Queeg of Love, 

I ſpeak to you, ye roaring Gods above,. 

Momus is ſurely there, from all this racket, - 
Yonder he fits—he's in a ſailor's jacket; 
Thrice happy God, who lives but in a joke! 

His Venus laughs, too—in her hat and cloak. | 
Where have I got to ?—Lud, how plik.oy tongue 
Am 1 Miſs Archer, Venus, or Miſs Younge ? 

Be what I will, among my friends I rank ye, 


Applaud Miſs Archer, and Miſs Youngs ſhall thank ye. 


' - — 
5 , 5 7 a 1 

„ 21 A 7 0 
3 «> bi 2 22 


